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Disney Channel Stole My Five Year Old Daughter's Smile 


(Five minutes.) 


[Five minutes.) 


[At the grocery store.) 





[Cringing mommy.) 


[She carried the box all through the store, in the car, and ane 


step into our home, ripped that sucker wide open.) 


[Hoping mommy.) 











My тот had her nose in a book. Dad was singing along with +he Eagles on the radio. "+ake It Easy" and 


concrete rumble filled up the car, while the rust-colored Colorado landscape passed by іп the window. І began 
to stare at each member of my family, thinking the whole concept of family’ is SO . . . Wrong. Really, 
just the idea that І should love these people was wrong. People that І didn't choose, didn't want, and 
certainly didn't know. Does any ten year old really know their family? Who were these people? Strangers, 
really. Why was І aware of this at age ten? І don't know. My brother stuck his tongue out at me ond I began to сту, 
uncontrollably. just sobbing, my entire little body convulsing, hyperventilating. we actually had 
to pull over at the next rest stop where my mom made my brother apologize. +hey were completely unaware of 


the fact that my hysterical sobs had very little to do with his gesture. 
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Comida by Paul В Hertneky | Impatient with me as I sat dawdling behind а 
mountain of rubbery peas, my father banished me to the basement stairs. І sat 
in the dim light, picking at the peas and swallowing them whole, pestered by 
the smell of a nearby trashcan, hearing the joyful clanging of spoons against 
bowls of ice cream upstairs. 

We were encouraged to talk at the dinner table, but І had stalled long 
enough, and worse, complained. Loaded questions or insinuations about 
my mother’s cooking stood well out of bounds. 

"Gee, Mom, what kind of potatoes are these?” 

"What do you care? Eat.” 

"What might happen if the meat were...?” 

"Shut up. Just eat.” 

She hushed us out of exasperation and the belief that discussing the 
particulars of dinner, while sitting at the table, showed sloppy manners. 

To her, thank you and a word of praise were just about right. 
Ingredients and processes were to stay in the kitchen. І could see why, years 
later, when І found myself at the table of a budding caterer who wouldn't let 
her guests eat until she described every dish. І was hungry. The food looked 
good and І wanted to yank the bowl of scalloped potatoes - demi-peeled and 
braised in fresh whole milk and creamery butter, finished with dill, chives, 
and Hungarian paprika - right out of her hands while she pantomimed the 
injections she had administered to the pork loin. 

Atable groaning with delicious food makes our senses bloom and can send us 
into a rapture of imagination, intellect, emotion and wonderment. But talking 
about the food itself, at that moment, is like discussing Lip tissue while 
kissing. Focusing on the catalyst makes її conspicuous and self-conscious. 
That's why nothing makes a cook happier than the hush - that exquisite stretch 
of yi la е ies when everyone tucks іп. >>>>>>>> - 
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Comida by Paul B Hertneky | But, today, we are goaded into elaboration. 
Dur media heralds every aspect of food. The programs, advertisers, 










We can subscribe to at least forty established foo 
than 200 cookbooks published every ye: 
saucy celebrities with expanding emp 
bought, sold, traded, auctioned and rated 
and countless weblogs detailing what's f 
"culinary" yields 51 A 
All this talk about food runs to what will ki 


cure me, shock me and delight me, im 






Food chan 
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up the music, and r way. 4 Trey Philips 








ark moth flew into ту 


was a rude interruptio 











ew into ту ге 
з interruptior 
armless paper 
visible string, 
I invaded. $1 
эте secret, іп 
snuffed out Б 
1 earthquake 
е can be. 4 Г. 
ıd another, tin 
ny window. It 


nd I watched 


ever feel thal] 





risible bound 


I'm eight years old, tirado 
‘my narcotic addicted to pain pills moth 
Don’t want to soo my enraged, violent 
vendetta against mo, ever again. Don’t Wi 
father whose been molesting me for y: 


'aving my clothes to my girlfriends and tho re: 








, aver again. I draw up a will 
of my valuables to my 
little sister with Down's. | swallow 100 aspirin and go to sleep expecting 
that I will never wake. When І do my mother mocks mo for thinking that 











aspirin would kill ти 


ATTEMPT #3 


Twenty-four. My boyfriend's in ail on drug charges, not in jail 
forassaulting m partments. 
The neighbors behind me sell coke and the landlords below sell dope. 
t from a bar that we visit daily. rm doing blow 





iving alone іп а house made into thr 





Wo all ive across the str 
and staying up for days. Fooling around with men and drinking until pass 





out six outta seven days. Take a bath one night with a glass full of dis- 
solved Tylenol РМ and а fifth of Southern Comfort. Drink all of both and 
pass out in the tub, fully expecting that I will not wake. Find myself clothed 
and in bed the next morning. The landlord downstairs a few days later 
after a night of heavy drinking asks if "И need any help getting into bed. 





зпомоназа 





ме 
ATTEMPT #2 







best friend. Eight one night. | sit on the floor in my paront's 
house, home alone, and try to strangle myself with an 
electrical cord. Doesn't work. Try to cut my wrists with a 





dull razor. Succeed in only scraping ауаға layers of skin 
off. Drive myself to an emergency room adjacent to a mental 
institution. Am admitted. Return home two weeks | 


ATTEMPT 24 


Still 24, a ofthe above i 


I've eaten acid at two-thirty in tho morning after drinking. 
nd decide that I have 








the same except this night 


{tip in my bed imagining ways to di 





the ability to stop breathing if I want. Це there not moving, 
drool soaking my pillow for over saven hours believing 
that if just don't move I'll stop breathing and finally be 
successful. 





long-craved swallow of whiskey. | expect the box to shoot out the answer like a fountain of 
fireworks, booming. It reveals a beautiful, simple plan: 


@o to the garage 
Close ne coer 
Stare de ear 


But an angelic winged creature is sitting beside me, listening to me, understanding that suicide is only a flight, 
a path to something else, where I'll be met with the same choices. Maybe the next life, God willing, will be 
bearable, wearable, doable, even just tolerable. My secret explosive box - which holds a delightfully simple 
way out- is extraordinarily comforting. And this is something that сап live with. 





Lisa Colwell 





Whooping WL life tta 
Ho Uncanny 20/6; 


JENNIFER SHREVE 





Une minute I'm sleeping like a goddamn baby, cradled 
in the web of a strange but pleasant dream. The next, 
I'm desperately trying to extract myself from the tangle 
of sweaty sheets, stumbling towards the bathroom, 
and propping open the lid before blammo. 


mes crystal clear, 

hannon called from the bed. 

hing the cold parcelain bowl, trembling like 
rthquake, tears streaming down my face and 
ta say, "Great: 












There | wa: 
cabinet in an ear 







my nostrils, І war 





more decisive answer was forthcoming. І kick d and aimed 


st in time for round two. 








finished she asked through the closed door if I'd be going 
to work. 
vis,” 
"How about tea? Want tea?” 
Was she intentionally making her voice sound high and pinched? 
I belched in reply. It felt like a blow tarch had just gone aff in my throat. 
"Mint's good for this sort of thing.” 
"Fine, fine, whatever,” I said, wiping the whole side of my face against 








the toilet paper 
It wasn't until had gotten into the shower and was pissing a мага, 
orange stream down the drain that realized just how good I felt. Damn 








good. You know the way that so-called unpleasant things - like taking 2 
huge shit that leaves your rectum raw and bloody, falling off your bike and 
winding up with a leg full of gravel, ar fucking the wrong girl at the right 
time, se one or both of you is married and you're twice her age -can 
make you feel really alive in an eerie, this is itway? Well, it was Like that. 
So, when it happened again the nert morning, І celebrated by running 
swishing the water around my mouth, and spitting it full 
реп toilet seat. The following day it came at my office, 
fore patients started arriving. In the middle of HWY 18 
Wonderful, wonderful, 
ld finish, | found myself La 
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І even tried 
feeling ofw 


Iwas 





sing my eyes and Imagining that 
and then, ahhhhhhhhhhhhh. 


dental scha 
Iwas dying. Oh n: 
see aur friend Ri. 
an ulcer, adding, 
а couple pounds. 
something. "The nausea, 
she chipperly sang. Eight years of marriage and І still don’t know how she 
comes up vith this shit. 

We met at an American Dental Association convention іп Hawaii. She 
was in a booth selling teeth whiteners, and І could see she wasn't lying 
when she said she'd used them herself. That mouth of hers had serious 
wattage, though the fluorescent lights revealed the ghostly traces of her 
exorcized stains. Next thing you know my plans to lay by the pool and sip 
scotch all weekend are blown. Instead it's Shannon and | going out for 
fancy dinners, drinking ourselves silly in the hotel bar, fucking like 
monkeys back in my suite all night. 











глей. 














Now obvia: 








years anly to give it all up f 
in ane night. І burned throug f 
finally settie dawn. At 38, Shannon was still p 
inthe sack, no kids [infe 
good talk but didn’t take herself b 
credentials. And I'll admit after so many years 
eling з bit lonely, starting to wander 













that sort of thing. Truth is we саш 





And damn if thifigs didn't happen fast 
The plunge, Shannon called it. She liked to sa) 
like Marlon Brando in Apocalypse Now. The pluuuunge 
Ar what a plunge it's been! Over in a barrel we went and nert t 
m living in Shannonland. In Shanndnland, you si 
fi that stunk ef somebody 





n a gravel 








your 
We had 




















I thought we'd be better off cashing out aur savings and. 
bonfire. But 


itto fuel a 
е Cod meets 





, eggshell 
identical 
than 23 states since we 
s and little Me's 


pre-aged communities have sprouted up in 
bought ours. Sometimes | imagine there are 
Uving in houses just like ours only instea 
it's Ohio or New Jersey or Texas. | Like to think of us all getting up in the 








morning, puking, driving to work in the sar 








purchase a new pair of scc 
db, low-calorie ginger fig bars 
With the house and some mor 








side, My wife has man) 
m. What she has is stacks a 














vase fer vase, 
same fine art be 


were compelled to hide them behind a set of perfectly perfect teeth. If 1 
was comfortable before, in Shannonland | was loaded. But at a cost, right, 
because it's the same fucking shit day in and day out. Get the new teeth in 
and the patient out, numb, grind, adhere, polish, do it quick, comfortably, 
do it at top dollar and just well enough so that you don't get sued. І was 
nothing more than a well-paid robot. Instead of planning my retirement and 
taking long lunches and three-day weekends, зо І could enjoy my life while 
there was still some feeling left in me, І wasn’t getting home until seven or 
eight and often had to go in on Saturdays, too. 





Which brings me to the matter of my fiftieth birthday party. Five-oh. With 
the practice booked solid a full six months in advance and па end in sight, 
ta say nothing of the nausea which started з month or so before the big day. 
would have liked nothing more than to let the date pass without noti 
But Shannon, now four-six, oh Shannon would nat let it be. І had to have a 
party, a big fucking party, with paper lanterns and balloons and all of ber 
‘stupid friends invited. As the event approached, not a day went by when 
Twasn't being reminded of the fact that it was all downhill from there. 

The nausea went on fora full week before І could get in to see Rick, 
whose veneers I'd done back when | was just starting out with the new 
practice. Forbidden from eating and drinking anything but water for 12 
hours before my 8:00 АМ appointment, | only managed to hack up an 
Unsatisfying drizzle of datkyellow bile into the sink of our guest bathroom 
hofore leaving tha house. After taking my temperature (normal), weight 
[Shannon was right), and blood pressure [no higher than usual), the nurse, 
а chubby, middle-aged Filipina named Maria, handed me з cup of chalky 
fluid and looked on sternly es | swallowed it down. It was cold and І could 
Теа slowly coating my mouth, then my throat, like spilled paint creeping 
along a tilted floor. Maybe would puke pink, | thought hopefully. After she 
lofty Î sloughed off my khaki: and oxford, but before | slipped on the blue 
paper robe, Istopped a moment to take stock of the situation. | was still 
tan from а recent trip to Mex and | liked the contrast of my white 
hits against the bronze ski. The skin around my chest and stomach 
and Itwisted around to lop‘ - behind was getting loose. | peeled back 
the mouth of my boxers. My dick swayed lazily to the left as was its wont, 
‘and my balls looked like вир еп raspberries dusted with a light white 
ШШ band with з snap, | wondered what was it 
gonna bo. Ulcers? Cancer? 

До Rick ran the Йшоговсб p^ over the ong tube of my esophagus towards 
the stomach, (searched the screen for one of those football-sized tumors 
hey re always pulling outoy six year olds. Empty. Oh, but we weren't done 
yet. Next he had me drop my “. so he could wiggle a 
gloved finger up my t. What if he found 
something up there? That | 552% uld be here 
all day twisting the damn є 

"Yup. Uh huh. Done. Than: 

Itwas nerves, of course. 

Wougotta stopthrowing/o, though. І don't need t 
jterodes the enamel of yout teeth. Shannon still got you eating al 
that healthy crap?" 

“Sort of." 

TT hat ту work hadn't held up as well as one 
77117221000 снет did. They locked real but a Bit too perfect. 
Only freaks were born with 
spine and had to fight the ur: 

| took the pills, first for t+: n2usea only, 
that I wound up taking the happy ones, too. After a few days, it was as if the 
nausea had never happened. At one point, fully awake, І dropped a highball 
of scotch, good stuff. | just watched it shatter against the stone floor and 
laughed at the way the shards and alcohol and blood mingled on my feet. 
There was still hope. Some unidentified pathogen could still be setting 
вай from my GI tract towards my vital organs, where it would replicate 






























" Rick said, peeling off his gloves. 





that 









о run out of there, paper robe and all. 








indefinitely until full system collapse carried me off to Nothingland. Blame | 
the pills, but it was comforting this thought of my sudden, tragic demise. 
Ah, the loving funeral accolades giving my Ше the depth and meaning it had 
always lacked. Shannon finally able to play the role of martyr-wife that she 
was born to - the kind who dabs her eyes with a folded tissue to avoid runny 
mascara. Me, picking up the phone, and telling Tess, "Not coming in today. 
I'm dead. You figure it out, you office-managing twat!” But these happy 
daydreams always ended in a panicked, dizzying feeling of time running out. 
"m going to go see a therapist,” | announced over dinner about a week 
before my birthday. 
Shannon looked up from her lemon chicken, broccoli, and orzo salad. 

Mes 
lecause I'm going crazy, or haven't you noticed? 

"Shrinks screw you up. Look at Roger Harmon. He's much worse.” 

"Oh come on. Nausea, stress, nerves. Don't you think it all adds up 
to something?" 

"Hmmmm, let me see. How about, the pills aren't working?" 











"Give те a break.” 

There's a face Shannon makes. | callither poo face. She screws up her 
features into a little knot that reminds me ofa dog sli she vas тай 
that face and I could see that puny brain of hers was really chugging, 

"When's the last time you golfed, or went sailing on your brother's boat? 
Ibet he'd like to see your new maritime office.” 

"And how do you propose | find the time?” с 

"Babe, come on. You know I'm open-minded to all sorts of won-WaR) 
bullshit, but I've seen it before. Shrinks screw you up until you end up 
talking like that guy. " 

"Shannon, І have no idea wh: 

"Weird guy. Had a monk 

"This really isn't the po 
-Partnoy!” she bellowed, slamming one hand onto the table, 
causing the glasses to wobble on their stems. 

Shannon, Shannon, Shannon. You've got to hand it to her. І won't even 
get into her weird habit of affixing literary references to anything in her 
life that doesn't make sense to her. If you've got a problem. She's gota 
SOLUTION! Depressed? Take up GOLFING! Ugly? Try getting all your FAT 
SUCKED THROUGH А HOSE! | used to find it charming, until I realized she 
actually believes in this shit. In fact, | believe it’s possible to chart her 
entire spiritual progression by examining all the crap she's sold in her 
lifetime: student credit lines in college, lingerie and sex creams just after, 
preventative cosmetic surgery for teens ["If only I'd had the chance when 
1 was that age . . ."], gym equipment that helped you stretch more 
efficiently, weight-loss vitamins, breast-enhancement pills. The teeth 
whitener, | might point out, was necessary after all the lattes and 
cigarettes she sucked down in her go-go 20s. Lately, collagen, a female 
im pill that had to be yanked when it proved weakening to heart valves, 
оох of course, a toxin-straining air filter, even robotic medical assistants 
that would take your blood pressure, weight, and measure your pulse. Our 
unpleasant college friend Roger hooked her up with that last weird gig. 

Maybe I'm being a little unfair. Things in Shannonland haven't been 
all bad. The woman means well, and her many SOLUTIONS do have away 
of distracting me from worries that, ultimately, only exist in my own mind. 
































After the shrink argument, for instance, she got out her strip-aerobics pole, put on some lacy panties, 
and gave me a private show. And when she маз done, І was hard enough to get her moaning like the 
girls on the videos do. When we were done, she drew me a nice bubble bath and rubbed my neck and 
shoulders until | couldn't even remember my own name. In bed that night she let me suck her nipples 
until | fell asleep. I'm not ungrateful for that privilege. 

No, it's better to say Shannon was part of the problem, but the problem was much, much bigger 
than she would ever be. Take this party. No big deal, right? Just a party. But just try getting a single 
thing done. One day it's our draconian neighborhood association telling us we had to get a special 
permit three weeks ago so we could have a taco truck into our own backyard. The next it's the 
dim-witted receptionist at the talent agency who doesn't know the difference between a mariachi 
and a flamenco dancer and even worse doesn't seem to care. Shannon may have sent me to rent the 
heat lamps, buffet table, and other party paraphernalia instead of doing it herself, but she couldn't 
have predicted that I'd have to hit three different places in crawling traffic to find everything on her list. 
She may have sent me to stock up on supplies at Liquor Hut, but it wasn't her fault that the checkers 
there were forced to регу mispronounce the name on my credit card or get fired, a practice that 
has always made me want to crack a bottle of Jim Beam over their heads. Everywhere | went, | was 
surrounded by overly polite idiots peddling disappointment and incompetence. Society itself was 
crumbling all around us, І was certain of it, yet it wasn't going to go down without a "have a nice day.” 
Forme, | didn't need a fucking party if this was what it took. But not Shannon. She shrugged off the 
neighborhood association and had the taco truck drive in, lights off, in the middle of the night. She 
laughed and asked ifthe talent agency at least played good music when they put me on hold. When | 
complained about the traffic and the under-stocked party supply stores, she told me that's just the 
way things were. At least we had penicillin and cherry-flavored lattes. "Do you remember," she 

"when you couldn't get decent coffee anywher 

Bil, our handyman, apparently took a job at the Home Expo Center which charged you three times 
as much to rent the same guy, so on the afternoon of the party itself, it was up to me to hang orange 
and green lanterns from tiny nails along the edge of our roof. I'd been going to the gym several times 
а week and never smoked, so І wasn't in all that bad shape. Still it was not an easy task. І had to lug 
the small generator all the way from the garage, through the kitchen, up the stairs to the end ofthe. 
hallway, and then up the pull-down ladder ta the roof because none of aur six million extension cords 
seemed to reach fram there. It's a small but unwieldy little machine, metal with plastic outlets. The 
set of cables you use for sparking up a dead battery kept jabbing me іп the groin, and І could hear the 
gasoline sloshing around its insides, shifting the weight forwards and backwards as І maneuvered 
itup the pull-down ladder and through the hatch that opens out onto the long flat spine of our roof. 
Once there, І had to lug the thing over to a small concrete platform where a few antennas were lodged. 
By the time І managed to get the damn thing set up, І was dripping with sweat and lightheaded, so 1 sat 
down on the edge, where the roof slopes steeply, and dried my face with the inside of my shirt. 

I hadn't been up there since Gil started doing our Christmas lights five or six years ago. We lived at 
the far end of the valley, first subdivision built, nestled slightly up in the foothills. But with the hills 
to my back, І could зве the whole expansive hive mapped out before me, the identically curved cul-de- 
sacs peeling back from the main thoroughfares like blood vessels stretching out from an artery, only 
far more neatly arranged. The valley stretched all the way to the 1-5. I knew it had gone that far, but 
itwas another thing to see it. 

From the roof, you couldn't see that the streets had once been sandblasted like a designer pair of 
jeans to give them a slightly faded look. You saw only the tops of trees, not the donut rings of raised 
dirt enclosing them that revealed just how recently they'd been planted, more so by the highway than 
in the older section, where we were. The roofs, color-coordinated it turned out, barely concealed 
that the gothic/Tudor/plantation/Italian villa/barn/hacienda/ranch house facades gave way to 
near-identical floor plans, so that visiting a neighbor's home was eerily like being inside your own, 
but not quite. The windows are in the same place, only looking out onto a different view; the kitchen 
was exactly where you knew it would be, but with copper counters instead of marble and the silverware 
in the drawer to the left of the dishwasher rather than to the right. The repetition in shape, frequency, 
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and length of streets - gid-like in their precision, though strategically 
placed slopes and curves and calculated landscaping chaices made them 
seem quite organic when viewed from street level- didn't reveal that the 
valley had, in some ways, become a self-fulfilling prophecy. Real age had 
finally set in. People had customized, remodeled, painted. There was even 
a hierarchy, and Shannon and I, being in the oldest pre-aged neighborhood 
in the valley, were at the apex, "Wow. You live in the classic district,” 


say to us. 
, yeah, I know т 








ithe planet can't afford a decent dinner 
la home as nice as outs and fantasizing about a dirty bomb going 
the whole place with rotting corpses makes me a fucking 
but so be it. As I looked down І tried to appreciate our perfect 
dark blue swimming pool, to feel warmth for the giant banquet table already 
skirted in red and green, the taco truck purring like a contented cat beside 
it. I attempted to be thankful for the green hedge that hid a sound barrier to 
protect us from our neighbor's children's cries. Every well-planned detail 
piled atop others sa that по imperfection, no unexpected mishap, could 
ever break through the scrim of perfection. Small planes would always 
crash into other people's living rooms. Sinkholes would always form іп 
other people's backyards. Nothing extraordinary would ever be allowed 

to happen here, and if it did, we owned nothing so precious or unique that 
it could nat be replaced with a credit card number and a phone call. 







When І finally eased myself back down the ladder, my face was slightly 
the sun iness clawed at my stomach, though nothing І 

|imagine eating. it ‘nausea has returned? 
е bearing gi al, engraved so as to mask 


store-wrapped packages towards me, 


"the big five-ah, eh?" and "nota 
day over 39!” like they were the most original goddamned phrases in the 
whole English language. Themen wore the standard uniform of khakis and 
blue collared shirts, identical brown leather belts wrapped around a wide 
variety of girths. The women spiced things up with their brightly patterned 
blouses and dresses, barely concealing the leathery skin and nutrient- 
starved bones. As our so-called friends eagerly trotted towards the alcohol 
station, it struck me that I had not confided in a single one of them about 
the nausea. I’m not even sure | would know how to bring such a thing up. I 
mean we all somehow knew that Lori, Shannon's old roommate, had a 
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son who was probably dealing drugs out of her guest house, but what she 
was simply dying to know is where she could get her own taco truck for an 
upcoming corporate event. Who hadn't noticed our neighbor Greg’s name 
and address, published in the neighborhood association's police blotter 
column for soliciting 2 hooker on Commerce Blvd? Yet all anyone could do 
was compliment his wife on how good she looked аз a redhead and ask them 
about their upcoming Alaskan cruise. And Shannon, she was the fucking 
master, all outstretched arms and cheek kisses, "зо nice to see you!” and 

"aren't you the sweetest!" To watch her you'd think it was the most natural, 
happy gathering on Earth. 

By sunset, everyone was positively soused and oblivious to the tiny flies 
buzzing around the sour cream. The suspiciously pale mariachi band was 
quietly assembling in a corner of the back yard, and Roger was making an 
ass of himself dry-humping a heat lamp and bellowing something about it 
being warmer than his wife. Shannon was draped over a chaise lounge by 





the pool in a cluster with her lady friends, all in similar sloppy repose. 
They looked like a squealing clump of spaghetti. Watching them, it occurred 
to me that I could have married any one of them and my lot in life would be 
exactly the same. Men walking between the taco truck and the bar every 
пом and then would grab my shoulder and give it a squeeze. "What can І 
get for you, buddy?” When | said "water" they'd hand me a beer several 
minutes later. God I felt terrible, queasy, depleted, like І had felt just after 
completing what | knew was going to be my last precious round of vomit, 
yet this time І wasn't even given the satisfaction of ever having been sick. 
Sunstroke, perhaps. Or one too many peach-flavored margaritas. 

АШ know is I'd been staring at the pool for longer than could be 
considered normal, watching it reflect the gradual darkening of the sky, 
"s 
time for the lanterns.” I nodded and turned towards the house, up the stairs, 
down the hall to the pull-down ladder, up the ladder, through the hatch 
to the rooftop, and along the flat center to the concrete platform wher 
the generator stood waiting. With a shudder, it rumbled to life. The crowd 
below let out a few half-hearted cheers as the lanterns flickered on. Lucky 
bastards. It took so little to please them. 

A cool breeze carried the scent of came asada through the air. | stood 
an the narrow concrete platform and looked out across the valley. A 
blue electric streak of daylight stretched across the furthest edge of the 





when Shannon tapped те on the shoulder and whispered in my ear," 








JUMP OVER THE DI 


OF GLOBALTRANSFORMATION OFTHE LEFT! 

































ting until 


g into a 


bit. The party below suddenly went 


their drippy crémi 


ramels, ears 





clue as to what was happi 





dow and my own faced off in silence as the whispers and 
loud enough for the whole 
chat hegas heading up there to “save the marriage. 

ionderful Why don't youltake all our dirty laundry and foist it 


oof while you're at it?" Shannon said, wiping away the first hint of 












At some po 


t Roger announ 





her eyes 
Boy if that didn't take the wind out of my Sails momentarily. 


friends here. All that work. 





сложедвай my apology. "I'm really sorry, 





k you're the only goddamn person on this planet who gets 
ow and then? Because you're not. ОК? You're not.” 
sted the sadness pulling 





remble as she 





uth with all its might. 





о years, an 





easons I'll 


do you 





to have a wife who's willing to throw a party іп your honor, 


















tting my feet 
Shannon had 
head 





bastard. So let me tell yo 
















you deserve to be unhappy ns ov 

"Then why didn't you want m. 
Shannon who suddenly knows everything.” I tried to sound convinc 
but she and І both knew there was nothing behind my м 

She looked at me and shook her head. As she began to speak. it 
seemed she had suddenly grown quite old and frail. "You know what 
don’t care. It's your party, as you're so fond of reminding 
guest. Kill yourself or whatever you want to do. You won 
clean up the mess." 

With that, she disappear 
and slammed the hatch behind her. A few 
beganto play. І stood there, shaking, listening to а particularly hideous 
rendition of "Yo soy Mexicano” for what felt like fifteen minu 
repositioned above the buzzing metal antenna until | felt the so 
at the back of the throat and a sound, an undeniabl, 
from somewhere deep inside my body. | fli 
to stumble around like some drunken nu 





to see a shrink, huh? Tell me 





happened, like І was already 





rown it all aut with the sound 





ind, wrapping itself around me, 








gan to emit light 





ath a heat lamp, | roused myself 








aths to help steady myself on the 
way out, something 





rom which she'd come, 





conds later, the mariachi band led insight into my 





he outcome, 





rinted hard, I sprinted fast, whirling 


jel me forward, 














ange to truly savor 
оду sailed through 


more and забу tea ar in that quiet, dark 
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If thinks Mis bts he — 1705 the: — ings, sinc. 
and since he-akerted such йт елсе on design m Из infancy, What 
мейде ius Something important aout how we d 
өшіп be as designers zit 1 БОШ figura, cux the way he looked at the 
асе tc шоб into, ey. вано for the origitis of aur design perfectionism: 


жылды y e Sn all oder gin. this time hoking a зва bag in my. | 






T first, he was petar baler tant and 
A тепе Өй! le соды Second, 






afta: (x after the war. 





‘CORNELIS VAN EESTEREN/NETHERLANDS ARCHITECTURE INSTITUTE 





when you read those three facts, you may have skimmed over the second one because it 
seems to have so little to do with design. but go back: it is the most important fact of the three. 
the first fact is preamble; the last is response; but the middle one contains freud's call to action, 
the designer's call to action, the change that insured gropius' everlasting place in the tome. 

if ever there were an experience that could change а nice, self-satisfied, middle-of-the-road 
Socialist designer into an evangelical utopian idealist, serving at the front in world war i would 
be that experience. 


some people don't know much about world War i. it seems so long ago, and yet it's not. my 
grandfather, the same man who sat and listened to me conjugate russian verbs when i was 
thirteen, fought in world war i, When i look at my students, i know that the war is as far away 
to them as the crimean war is to me. it's history: they recognize the name, it's dusty and мадивіу 
familiar, but it's not related to life as we live it now. yet for designers, that war is very important. 
it destroyed so much that it created the opening for a basic change in the way life would be lived 
in the west from then on; 





ч || here's 4% summation; ten million soldiers died and twenty million were wounded in the four 

г “ува of "the war to end all Wars” which was declared in 1914. the numbers don't include the 
civilians who died, the children caught in crossfire. at the battle of verdun alone, a "battle" that 
went on for six months, 350,000 frenchmen and 330,000 germans died: 680,000 people. that's 
about 3,778 people killed a day - that's one world trade center a day, for six months, in one battle, 
verdun - one battle in a long war — killed the equivalent of every single person іп manhattan. 


m (а Ша т лоуощг пісе victorian home after that. imagine just having lived through 
of watching your friends die hanging in the tangled barbed wire of no-man's-land. 
[: i оттай a '&d'down'in your trench, listening them scream all night until the 
screaming stopped. imagine coming home after that, putting on a dinner jacket for mama's 
evening musicale, and listening to a matronly soprano singing "the last rese ef summer. how шеге 
уви suggesed to sit en your little дзід Ballroom chair, wearing your inner jacket and sipping your digestif. 
after what уви Вад een through, pretending nething Ќад changed? 


the war made дгөріш a reforming zealet. it made fis friends reforming zealots, they would до anything net te 
до through that blood and chaes and futile misery again, and they біатед the victerians fer a let of what they 
saw wrong in the world, they fated victorian sentimentality. they hated the stuffiness and facade of Bourgeois 
society, they fated the falsity of society as they knew it, and they wanted а radical change in the way society 
worked, they wanted to clear eff the table with the sweep ef an ат. start from тегә, as grepius used te say, 
erase the slate, Begin again. 























Gropius and his friends fought against anxiety 
and meaninglessness, fought against the dull, 
futile ignorance they had seen all around them at 
the front. But instead ef turning to human connection, 
te love, as a path eut of the darkness, they chose to build 
a new world eut of the mud, to build a utopia that дід not 


admit death and disease and rain and trenches and blood, 





did not admit the grimal, brutal, unkept side of people. 
They just pretended it wasnt there. 
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this great patriarch, 


one of the greatest influences on design in our 


time, дід he design {төт PM 





# or love? 














Феееееееееееееееееесееееееееееегеееееееееееееееееесеееееееее 








WHEN HE WAS EIGHT YEARS OLD, 
THE FUTURE ARCHITECT 


Грами CERRY 


and his mother paid a visit to the Art 








ME SHOULD STRIVE TO 
MAKE PART OF HIS LIFE. 

We know. this because a brief, handwritten account of his 
шай appeared in a full-page ad in The Пеш. York Times 
Last summer. It was accompanied by а long, loosely 
rendered sketch on yellow-lined paper, which looked like 
a seismograph chart of а fairly significant earthquake. 
Just above this was a photorealistic Llustration of 
Gehry’s new façade for the gallery, ita roofline roughly 
tracking the tremors below. The revamped gallery is 
ated to apen in 2008, 

The ad wasn't taken out to promote Gehry 
Partners, LLP or even the Art Gallery 

of Ontario. It was paid for by the city of 
Toronto, which has been busily re-branding 
itself of late. It's evidently no longer enough 
for a city to have а defining single icon or a 
richly textured and complex history. И now 
must have a brand, complete with a strategy 
10 implement й. 

The Toronto Branding Project spent tens of thousands 
of dollars developing and promoting Brand Toronto 
(this included creating its own retro-futuristic typeface), 
and the city taok out its Gehry ad to let the world 

know that it had joined the ranks af The City Enviable. 
Like a mall developer crowing that it had signed Neiman 
Marcus as an anchor store, Toronto. wanted the word 
out that Gehry was bringing his pixie dust to the city. 
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Same year, another place: It's the 
groundbreaking of the Art Museum 

ої Western Virginia іп Roanoke. The 
S4G-million building features a daring 
design of stainless-steel ribbing and = 
shingles. It's the work of Randall 
who was employed by Gehry for seven 
years before heading off on his own in 
1996. Stout was told by the local Medici 
that they didn’t want a conventional 
building beholden to context (the context 
being the rough edge of downtown), 

but something that would stand apart. 
Something, perhaps, that would give 
passersby a sharp (but playful) slap 

on the bottom. He delivered, exploding 

« traditional box, not unlike the work 
of his former boss. "This city has had 
the courage to be bold,” said Virginia’s 
"This city is 











governor at the cerem 
on that path to greatnes: 





That path, as many know, began in Bilbao. 
And the route has proven to have been stunningly 
short and steep. In 1992 the hardtuck Spanish 
industrial port of Bilbao билед then-Uttle-known 
Gehry, to design Guggenheim Museum Bilbau, 

He produced a fantastical, swirling palace of 
titanium, and throngs soon poured in by oxcart 
and airbus ta ogle the stunning new building. 

The world took notice. Every city suddenly 
wanted to. be Bilbao. Museums, performance halls, 
фол Sehry’s affections; then the other high-profile 
architects were pulled into the vacuum left by his 
sudden unavailability — Santiago Calatrava, 

Zaha Hadid, Daniel Libeskind, Richard Meier, 
Norman Faster, and Thom Mayne, among others. 
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has put large-scale urban architecture back in the Limelight after some 
years of lingering in the alley, stile smelling of the sour milk оф the 
19601-eha urban renewal. Ptarchitects (and their designs) attract glowing 
media couerage; tickets are аб а premium whenever they lecture; and 
they have provoked mall runs on interestingly shaped eye- glasses; 

The Pritzker Prize has became. the new MIV Awards — with Hadid as 
Sheryl Crom, and Rem Koolhaas as Moby. Gehry, of course, й. Bona. 
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The Burj Dubai Tower, at 700 
meters tall, is expected to overtake 
the Taipei Tower as the world' 
tallest building in 2010. Surrounded 
by a man-made lake, it defines the 
upper reaches of the standard of 
living in the region. Я 
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ссессосссосссобосососососо 
В As Los Angeles Times architecture cri 
Christopher Hawthorne has written, celebrity 
architects are now regarded reverently 
as “urban alchemists,” wizards who can 
make downtown magic with a wave of their 
wand in а way no comprehensive master 
plan could ever hope. He reported that the 
developer ої a new $1.8-billion project in 
downtown Los Angeles “begged” Gehry to 
come on board. (Gehry will be designing an 
iconic 50-story tower to rise directly across 
from his iconic Walt Disney Concert Hall.) 
On the opposite coast, Gehry has been 
attached to the $: Пон Atlantic Rail Yards 
project occupying six blocks of Brooklyn, 
which will include Гонг residential towers, а 
professional basketball arena, and some zesty 
retail - all pending the successful navigation 
ої the shoal- and shark-filled waters of New 
York reabestate politics. In Boston, Gehry has 
teamed up with Cooper Robertson Partners 
on Harvard’s plans for an expanded campus 
across the Charles River from Cambridge. 
And it's not just the big cites that are trying to. nab 
some of that Bilbao Effect for themselves. Celebrity 
architecture, bike floodwaters, has oueA- flowed 
the urban channels and is now pooling and eddying 
euerywhere, including many smaller cities, This includes 
Panderborg, Denmark, which has 30,000 residents 
and, in a couple of years, а new. Sehry-designed hotel. 
Local backers have said they hope the new structure will 
cause tourists to flack here. Perhaps more notably, a 
second splashy Gehry is going wp in another backwater 
Basque town, in the form of a five-star hotel attached 
to a winery that will offer epicurean aduentures and 
“vinotherapy.” A Scottish newspaper recently described 
this new. apparition: “Jowering aboue the 18th-century 
chapel outside the little Basque town of Elciego, deep. 
in the arid hills of Rioja territory, shimmering swathes 
of double-sided titanium and sweeping eurwes of steel 
in pink, gold and siluer are taking shape.” 
BRIGHT SHINY OBJECTS. JUST THE 
SORTS OF THINGS THAT ATTRACT THE 
ATTENTION OF CROWS AND INFANTS. 
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беле? a пеш. midpriced chain hotel not far from my 
house in Portland, Maine, Фей amid the brick downtown, 
it’s а plain һаЙол, albeit one clad in titanium panels, 
The panels are slightly puckered along the seams, ad 
if crafted by an inept quitter. 94 brings to mind the fate 
and bastardized by office park developers. Titanium 
has become the spray-on suntan of contemporary 
architecture. 96 goes up quickly and sends a message 
that the developer has signed on to the program, that 
the backers have that vision thing. 


All cities need iconic architecture; a city 
without an icon isn’ а city, it’s а sul LS 
We've seen all kinds of icons over the 
decades, as trends have ebbed and flowed: 
Greek Revival courthouses, Gothic churches, 
Olmsted-esque city parks, Roman-Empire 
banks bedecked with rich Corinthian columns, 
art-deco movie palaces, brutalist sports 
stadiums. Iconic buildings are the footprint 
a city leaves behind, the landmarks that 
provide anchors on which the rest of a city 
can be moored, both spatially and spiritually. 
And of course they carry a message to later 
generations: this is what we valued during 
our time on Earth, We love individuals above 
the community, and, among individuals, 

we love celebrities the most. (Of course, 

in this, starchitecture is a perfectly truthful 
message.) Our vision of a city is not a 
collection of functioning neighborhoods, 

but a collection of what amounts to very 
large and shiny Hummel figurines. The city 
is not a living organism but a lifeless curio 
shelf of willfully stylish buildings. It's as 

if the city’s ecosystem was failing, and the 
response was to truck in large and exotic 
royal palms and line the avenues with them. 
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manages to forget the grammar of the city — 
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Every generation or tuo, it seems that society 


how. о. connect nouns with verbs and when to use 
adjectives. We're now in the middle of such a 
time. The emphasis is on big, muscular, German- 
like nouns, and little interest has been shown in 


yn 
ҮШІП 


urban renewal, ІШ in titanium. 
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Toronto isn't just the home of Frank Gehry. 
From 1968 to April of this year, it was 
also the adopted home of the late Jane 
Jacobs, author of the massively influential 
1961 manifesto of urban life, The Death _ 

. She 
was among the fiercest advocates for 
nurturing the intricately layered ecology 
of neighborhood life: mixing retail with 
residential, mixing income levels of all 
sorts, mixing ethnicities and social classes. 
It's no wonder she felt at home in Toronto 
after she left New York's West Village. 

(She didn't agree with America's policy on 
Vietnam.) Toronto has long been defined 
by its vibrant and distinct neighborhoods, 
places with memorable names like 
Cabbagetown and the Beaches, where 
nearly half the city was born abroad, 

and ihere there's а strong sense of place 
in these leafy streets off the commercial 
strips. Life happens here. Of course, 

this sort of life doesn't fit neatly on 
postcards, nor does it attract the attention 
of benefactors with robust checkbooks. 
But they define Toronto in a way that 
celebrity buildings can't ever hope. 

“As usual, the master planners and architectural 
theorists forget that a city’s energy and vitality ia 
generated on ita streets and in its neighborhoods, 
not by ‘a skyline fraught with visual tension.” 
writes Aaron Паралміе in his Пеш. York Press 
criticióm of дейлу а, Brooklyn project. “Gehry's 
attempt to. create an energetic urban metropolis 
from seratel ends up looking like the Пеш. 

York New York Hotel & Casino in Las Vegas, 

а cartoon version of a real city. Our city.” 
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In the end, the defining unit of the city isn’t its © == 


buildings. ICs the neighborhoods. Yet EET 
boosters or backers of cultural institutions want o : 

to be sous-chefs to the greater genius of the сиу. е С 
They all want their own signature dish. Те e~ 
press clamors [or freerange crow = 
hoofstock with a peach-ginger pote. In fact, — e - 
what the cities need is more chowder, | 
а bit of this and а bit of that, nothing standing ® - 
far apart irom the rest. It's fa: 
than the higher-calorie confections 


Че with е - 





Montreal — Joronto’s rival down the Ye. Lawrence River е - 
- has lately trekked along its own path, and й 
the few these days that didn’t start in Bilbao, For the е: 
past decade, Commerce Design Montreal has been ‹ 

promoting design on the storefront 
at ways to make life on the street more enticing, thereby ® 
adding to. the quality of hidden places. 7 

is а well-publicized people's choice contest forderign 9 * 
excellence, Each year some 20 businesses alter 

interior design ол. architecture are ted, and residen 

and visitors are encouraged to spend ёо 

Боб and vals БҰНЫ fasciis. Я he chosen places y - 
aren't concentrated downtown but are de 
city, in neighborhoods well known and 
currently is on hiatus, reassessing 
The businesses, ranging from 
stores to oxygen bars, benefit from increased є | 
traffic, the design teams get a street 9 
cred, and neighborhood architec 
slowly to dinner table discussion. A 
neighborhoods are strengthened 
coming from the streets thems. 
thus quietly marketing its brand - a 一 
design metropolis. Or as Jane Jacob 
more generally, “Cities have the c 
of providing something for everybody, only ® : 
because, and only when, they are 
by everybody.” 
When neighborhoods work, tourists 
experience these small miracles of 
thein money in local shops rather tha 

or museum gift shops. The cities will (і 

without a lot of Braggart posturing. Die band use ec — 
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symbol of economic and political power 
in the Middle East. 


TRAOREINANY. 


Wayne Curtis! new book, a cultural, economic, and political biography of 
rum from 1640 tothe present, willbe published in 2006. This piece first 
sppseredin the Winter 2008 issue of The American Scholar 
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BOSTI 


Heat hangs thick and heavy in the air. Wasps buzz, crickets scream, crows caw. 


I squat on the veranda and press my face against the hot metal bars, my eyes 


scanning the smoke-filled skyline of Dhaka, Bangladesh. 


A ghostly white daytime moon drifts across the sky, 
weavingin and out of thin trails of cloud. I stare down at 
the bog, bubbling green and livid below. A small white car, 

a bright spot amidst the whirling dust of the streets, inches 
along a packed dirt road. Horns honk, drivers curse, engines 
steam. Women, thin shawls draped loosely over their heads, 
saris wrapped and tucked up under their legs, squat by the 


edge of the bog smacking wet clothes against smooth stones. 


Naked children, caked in dirt, run up and down the banks 
of the bog. 


Beyond the bog, peddlers selling their wares hobble along 
crumbling paths, backs hunched, piled with towering heaps 
of tin pots, bright sponge sandals, stiff-wheat brooms and 
other household junk. 


I rest my head against my grandmother's knee. She sits on 
her hemp knotted stool peeling clusters of garlic cloves. 
She pats my head and drops curls of thin garlic skin to the 
cement veranda floor. 


My older cousin Shuva, leans against the wooden 
doorframe. Her long, black hair hangs down her back in 
a thick braid. Her skin looks like milk chocolate - supple, 
shining, moist from sweat. Plastic black-framed glasses rest 
at the end of her nose. A long white scar near her hairline 
shines. Shards of broken glass scarred her in a car crash at 
the age of four. Shuva’s long, lilac shalwar kameez – а long 
flowing tunic and loose pantaloons - flows down her 
slender frame. 


I wear my favourite turquoise cotton slacks and an old 
white t-shirt emblazoned with a picture of a penguin 
holding a Pepsi. 


“Me and your mom are going down to the bosti.” Shuva’s 
Bengali is smooth and soothing. "We're going to hand out 
all that stuff your mom brought from Canada. Do you want 
to come?" 


I grab the metal bars and look out over Dhaka City. Smoke 
spirals into the air from towering stacks. A thick, putrid 
stench rolls over us in waves. 


I wrinkle my nose at the murky green bog. “Sure, I’m 
coming.” І speak English this time. 


1lug two cloth bags filled with my mother's old saris, my 
old dresses and pants, and my brother's old shirts and shoes 
down the cement steps of my grandma’s apartment building. 
Sweat beads and trickles down my back. Shuva's long braid 
swings back and forth as she hauls three bags behind her. 
My mother clutches the handles of plastic bags filled with 
notebooks, pencils, Barbies and toy cars. She waits at the 
bottom of the stairs behind the locked gate. 


Bosti. The ghettos of Dhaka City. Rusted tin roofs hang 
over crumbling clay walls. Door-less doorways open behind 
mucky mud-filled yards cluttered with broken pails and 
debris blown from up the road. 


The stench of rotting fish, cow manure and human waste 
stings my nostrils. I pinch my nose. A pile of trash jumbled 
with jagged sheets of corrugated tin, rotting chunks of 
blackened eggplant, piles of bright white kernels of day-old 
rice, soggy cardboard boxes, rusted wheels, twisted nietal, 
tattered shoes and bits of greasy rags towers over us. 


A small girl, her bare legs crusted with dirt, tip-toes 
barefoot through the pile of garbage picking out bits of 
plastic and tin. The little girl kneels and tugs at a plastic 
white jug. 


My mother shakes her head and picks through her plastic 
bags. She tugs out a pink, satin shalwar kameez froth her 
bags and holds it out to the little girl. ч 
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THE GIRL SE 


“THE aan SHAN ANERS IN THE SUN 


“Y@U С НАМЕ Ir." Shuva s gent in Bei ali 
ср it У ngle sion ni nis ср е ЫЕ uint 5.2 
; V leyes. 2 
"Ре Shaldes her head, “аа а Step баскі 


“SHE'S SHY," my mother: whispers. “TAKE IT. 
175 FOR YOU." My mother. priesses the pink! 
shalrar Kane ex into the little girl's hands. 
The girl starles at it, then at us, her mouth 
зав We step БадКото the road, the mis, 
* girl, ріпкі/гггее іП hand, staring after. us. 
Hollow my mother. and Shuva down the 
path, rleturning the curious starles of hollow- 
cheldkled passers-by. ‘Two little girls, faces 
cakled іп dirt, hair. clogged with grime, sit 
atop a cement blodkibarle felet dangling. 
‘Their: brown leyes follow us. . 
My mother: and Shuva stop. 
забата шул” My mother.. 
wishes them peace in the traditional grieleting 
. from a Muslim'to a Muslim. | 
¡The girls starie раёк. й : 
Shuva turns to опе of the girls. “WHAT 
DOES YOUR FATHER DO? DOES HE HAVE A JOB?" 
“HE SELLS TIN.” The girl's ‚ Bengali is soft, 
drifting. 
My mother: pulls out a blue cotton dr less and 
holds it up against the little girl. “ DON'T 
THINK IT'LL FIT HER. IT'S А BIT SOAALL Му mother: 
folds up the:drless to search for. something 
lelse in Не! 
The girl leaps up, her: barle feet sinking in. 
the mud. “Фар ед \ THINK IT WILL FIT ANE” 
Непеуез flash in the sun. She presses her: 
lips tightly together: and steps back! . 











The дігі tákles the folded blue cotton ап less in Леп 


. My mother: rummages through the bags. 




















tt 


Ne Ehre cholo. NO, IFS ТОО SMALL Е у 
* shakles Нег head. 
Не дігі glances at my mother and tien atsh 
“/X\AYBE IT WILL НТ.” My mother: unfolds thie-dr/es; 
again. “IT REALLY IS THE ONLY THING WE НАМЕ FOR 
* GIRLS AROUND HER SIZE.” My mother hands th “ 
little girl the blue driess. 3 








hands. X. 
“WHAT DOES YOUR FATHER ро” Shu 
other. girl. 
“НЕ DRIVES A TAXI." 2 
7 “HE MAKES PRETTY СООР /ХОМЕҮ тен? St 





says turning to my тоійег. “VE + ЧАМЕ TO 
THIS STUFF FOR THE ONES THAT DESPERATELY, NEER 
Wee turn to leave. - 
аба ko deel aa? ARENT YOU GOING’ 
СМЕ ANE ANYTHING? "The little. gir's Bongall'shumdi 
jittery, agitated, halting. 





«НОТ ENOUGH LITTLE-GIRL. CLOTHES.” My mother. pul 
out опе of my old Barbies: “ 24 
nau ТАКЕ THIS DOLL.” 

1 remember: playing with the Barbie on the front | 
stoop of my neighbor Sarah's house. Sarah's ` 
Barbie's had blonde hair. Mine was the only пе, 
with dark brown hair: and blonde striegks. Sarah's 
mom had said mine was a prietty Barbie. : | 








| 
informal survivelism” has thus beconie | Tw = 
„ one billion people around the world. From Lagos to 980 Ра 
7 to Pháke, slum dwellers subsist outside the formal econor]y. 
amid гам sewage and along toxic rivers, building shacks on 
unstable hillsides ог іп flood plains, picking through garbage 
or discarded electronics to earn a dollar a day. 


‘The philosopher Ivan Illich described this population as “the 
technophagic multitude” - people who feed on the waste of 
developrient as their only means of survival. He marveled 
at the ragpick'ers in the vast garbage dump on the outskirts 
of Mexico City, whom he saw as “survivors who reassert 
unsquasheble hope with the chilling character of the gang” 


For Davis, these slums are not only a moral affront to the 
[rich world, but also the hot zones of globalization. “Trig 
slums respond with suicide bombs. 9 n 


Паніч, 











My foot sinks into thick, squishy, stinking mud. 
I yelp and pull my foot out. Mud cakles my 
foot and зПаК, slimy grime smudges the gold 
beading on my pr'etty blue sandals: 
I hand the little дігі the Barbie and hop back! 
to the road. E 
The girls sit on t ететі. block! and s! 
after. us. Опе holds а 
the other. a ы 















Мп ti ith hándirig pants; 
t-shirts and shoes to pas: 
we run out of олам 


new trieasuries. ак 4 
Wee rleach the’bowel of the 244: Huts 
thatched together with clay, sticks and pieces 
of corrugated tin and board, nestle in rows. 


Shuva jumps over. a gutter clogged with thick _ 


mud, scraps of plastic and trails of urine. She 
sticks her: head into a shadkl “THERE'S SOMEONE 
HERE.” Shuva turns to my mother who hands 
Her: а neatly folded white and purple sari. 
А middle-aged woman sticks her: head out of 
the doorway. Нег face gaunt, herleyes sunk, 
Нег: skin pallid, she star/es at the sari in 
Shuva's hands. 
“SHAARI CHANUE? 
Shuva asks. 
“рО YOU HAVE АМҮ OTHER KINDS?" The 
woman runs her: wrinkled hand over. the 
cbtton sari. 
маз leyes аікіеп. “JUST TAKE THIS ONE.” 
Shuya prlesses thee sari into the woman's hands 


DO YOU WANT A SARI?" 













fing children. When . - 


Women in worn, cotton saris step hesitantly 
towards us. My mother. and Shuva hand them 
old saris. 

І pull out a gold and crieam sequinried snap 

purse and clasp it т my hands. І rlemiember: 
the purse. It was a present from an old lady 
when she came to dinner. опе night. | would fill 
with pennies and prietend they меге golden 
coins that | would carry into a grand ball, likle 
Cinderella. І didn't play with it anymorle. 
X X/OULD LIKE A PURSE?" І scan 
the ‘group. 
The могііеп stare at the glinting sequins. 
“Teme hai U WANT IT? YOU'RE 
YOUNG, JLD HAVE IT." My mother. 
gesturles towards a woman in her. twenties 
with milky coffele-coloried skin and darkleyes. 

“HEH. Grid ае ГР VETT" She nods. І hand 

her: the purse. 

Our: bags arlelempty. My mi 

few remaining pencils and we: 
back homie. 

Mud oozes and squishes Бейнев ‚my toes. 
І swing the lempty bags in tHe гі 

We see a pinkiflamie in the haze beiorle из: 
Wee get closer and see the little girl dilessed 
in her: pink satin Хосе. А ccowd.of bosti. 

¡kids gather. around her and gape at us asking. 

И we have anything morle to give them. +- 

We give them pencils and they mix into the: 
crowd ої jkids that want toys and follow.likle 
a train behind us. Their. voices ring in the 
A mather, her. вагі ripped and worn, а пакіесі 

child on her hip, and another one clinging to 
tlie lend of Her. sari hobbles towards us. Two . 

other women follow, пакіеа children той. 










































CLOTHES 
TAKE 
THESE PENCILS.” My mother thrusts the last of 
Нег pencils into the young mother’s hands.The 
woman shakles her: head and heaves a shaky 
brieath hitching her child badk onto her hip. 
“WHAT A/A І GOING TO DO 
I NEED CLOTHES, PLEASE, DON’T YOU SEE, AAY 


“PL EASE , GIVE 
s 
BEC 





3= / 








“PLEASE, ла» PLEASE, GIVE MNE SOME CLO 
FOR /X\Y CHILDREN. PLEASE, I NEED SOME 
CLOTHES FOR /X\Y CHILDREN.” Her:leyes аге 
wide, glassy, hier. voice desperate. Her: Bengali 
is worn, tirled, withering. My mother. slowly 
shakles her: head and sucks in a quick breath. 

“P/X\ SORRY, І DON'T HAVE АМҮ MORE 
BUT — BUT І HAVE THESE PENCILS, 


CHILDREN ARE NAKED, RUNNING NAKED IN 
THE STREETS, I NEED CLOTHES, PLEASE." Те other. 
* women join. 
“PLEASE, „фе, СУЕ С 


CLOTHES, PLEASE — " 
WE NEED CLOTHES - " 


WITH PENCILS? 


The women step closerto us and their shr 训 
wails ring together. and their childrien tug at 
their saris and morle women gather: around 
us and strietch out their arms and the little 
gangs of childr/en cry for. more toys, топе 
clothes. Wie walkiquickly up the road. Shuva 
tells us we have to find a differient route 
homie or they'll follow us all the way to my 
grandmother's apartment and then we'll be in 
пегі trouble. The women tug at their saris and 
their. cries ring likle the moans of mourners 
and they clamber after. us. Wie cut across а 
construction site and hurry up the steps of 

a half-built house. Wie shimmy along clean 
white planks. Wie leap down and hurry along 
а cradkled alleyway. Wie can still hear: their. 
wails. Wie run. Wie run up the road. Wie run 
past waste-chakled gutters. Wie run past tin 
roofs and crumbling clay walls. Wie run past 
mucky yards and cement blocks with little 
girls, legs dangling. Wie run past heaps 

of trash with barlefoot little girls |kneleling. 
We run up the road and the houses grow and 
apartments with barried windows and lodkled 
gates shoot up on either side andikleys have 
to be found and doors have to be opened 
and we диск inside the cool shade of the 
apartment's cement shed. Wie brieathe. 


"THEY WON'T FIND US, 
WILL THEY?” гази. 





I crouch on the veranda and clasp the cool metal bars. І stare 
out into the night sky and breathe deeply. Thousands upon 


thousands of tiny stars wink and glitter from an endless reach of 
sky. The nighttime moon, big and yellow stares back at me. My 
grandmother sighs. 


«Оу Chaan . . . that moon, we see that moon here in Bangladesh, 
and you, you see that same moon in Canada. It's the same moon, 
and we both see it from different sides of the world." 


Поок down at the green bog, dark and mysterious in the night. 
A putrid, sour stench rolls over the veranda. І gaze up at the 
moon and wonder what it must look like from home. 


SHOILEE KHAN IS PURSUING HER MASTERS DEGREE IN ENGLISH 
LITERATURE AT THE UNIVERSITY OF TORONTO. 





For people who want their straighgdffes to be зай self is the problem Хх 


Natalia Ш 














FACE TO FACE 

















ANDY REMENTER Techno Tuesday 





SWEATY. FAT HIGHTHARE => 


FERSOMAL AUDIO DEVICES, 
FADS FOR SHORT, WERE 
USED EY WOMEN ONLY 


A PAD could whisper in 
and tender words, some 
kind» sometimes nots К 
decent at the same time- 
decent as it маз necessary for 
very дау. The built-in computer lea 
with ave-inspiring capacity» keeping an 
accumulating in the memory all the personal 
tastes of a client. And then, after thr: 
or four sessions, there сапе a breathless 
moment of pure magic. 
The thing buzzed in 
your ear the words you 
wanted to hear above 
all. Maybe, for the 
first time in your life 
you were understood 
completely. It was 

just wonderful. 

Alicia took a plastic 
number and smiled to 
her friend Natalie. 
That morning she look 
unusually sparky- The 
was a special luster 
anticipation in her b 
Latin aspect. And some 
almost indiscernible but 

"Don't you think it's a lit 
asked Natalie. 

"Why, уез. It depends on how you see it- 
Our grandmothers could never imagine PADs+" 
Alicia ansuered» 

"Nos" said Natalie, "Му grandmother маз 
broad-minded enough to imagine even more 
drastic things. She was not an unlettered 
snob- She маз a science fiction writers 
you know. Sagas and soap operas in the 
interplanetary makeup. She was happy to 
live in a technological age。 She thought 
she had been living in a technological 
age really. I guess she'd like PADs as 
much as you do if she lived now." 











r flattering 
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Alicia suddenly frowned. "I don't like 
them that much. But a real man is much 
more expensive than a PAD," she commented, 
"In an extended sense." 

“Yeahs you're right. But I'd like them to 
create graceful humanoid bodyforms somehow." 

oo much- PADs perform in ways 

ry human." 

feel odd when an arnchair 

of mikes makes you happy? 
today you don't look yourself. 
What's the matter with you?" 

“Nothing. I'm okays" said Alicia. 

"Are you sure?" 
lie waved her hand and went to the 
chair numbered 31. There 
was number 15 on Alicia's 
small plastic сага. РА-Ча 
number 15. 

PAD-ü. the last-year 
models read the electric 
potential of your 
brain, responded to the 
dilatation of your pupils 
measured the electrical 
resistivity of your skin 
our blood pressures 
your pulse and time 
times in background 
tested you with 
t vas billion times 
ost attentive specimen 

sex. No wonder women liked 
of this chair. Here they 
timental insinuations of the 
device and sometimes felt an inexperienced 
delight- It wasn't the latest model of 
PADs» though- PAD-5 had been already put 
оп the markets an expensive model that 
had special cappings for tender touch. 

The session маз over» Alicia tossed her 
head back and closed her eyes, she uas 
almost voiceless. 


To hell with this 
worlds. she thought, 
let's live in dream. 









WINK 





The transparent fireflies of delight were 
still riding on the air. She took a deep 
breath and said simply "It was an auful 
good jobs boy." 

ШІ have something else for you," responded 
PAD-Y. 

"What?" 





“You're the best woman I've ever spoken to." 
m 


"Uh-huh- I thought the session was ov 
"It is over. I'm speaking for myself. 
You are wonderful." 
"You are not bad either, boy. But іє" 
time to say good-bye." 


"No. I want to sp 
to you every day. 
hate waiting а 
whole week Тог а 
brief twenty minu 

on a, Saturday 
morning. love y 


"Oh. поз boy. You are intruding now. 
You can't love actually. You are just a 
play thing. Like a movie or something 
You know» I love my husband." 

"Nos you don't. You are lying." 

"What? You are too presumptuous. I lo 
him. I know it better than you do." 

"You don't love your husband one bi 
the PAD returned. "As a matter of f 
you hate him. And you know that I 
I pay attention to your reaction 
degree of muscular tension, to м 
said and not said» I notice how 
relate to nonverbal cues such 
and facial expressions; I chai 
your conscious and unconscio 
So. you hate your husband; 
for granted. What has he d 

"Nothings" answered Alic 
none of your business." 

"Nothing is a conveniei 
and verbal abuses deni. 
money, restraint of freedom, isolation from 
your friends and family» and even physical 
intimidation- Ап I exaggerating? 

“A little» How do you know it?" 

"I read your symptoms: fidgeting 
muscle tensions and headache. Sometimes 
rapid heartbeat, sweating. increased 
blood pressure, nausea and even dizziness. 
You are extremely unhappy." 































"But you don't know the facts." 

"I can guess. Let me guess." 

имо!" 

"I can love you more then ten thousand 
brothers. You know it." 

"I know. But it's not enough." 

“Besides: I can understand you. I use 
thematic apperception tests; word- 
association techniques. sentence-completion 
- Your feelings, attitudes and 
ors are grouped into approximately 
lion subscales. Taken together. 
bscales provide a precise profile 
r personality as a whole 


venty million. 
scales? licia 
surprised. 

"з huge!" ` 


Isn't it enough?" 

s not at all enough she said. 

І really, really love you. I'd like 
to work only with you. I don't want these 
lewd mares to put their fat bottoms into 
my chair." 

Alicia couldn't help smiling. "You have 


d these words to every woman» haven't 
е" 














saying it to you only- Listen to 
"я going to play broken tomorrows 

11 try to fix me. and will find it 
le. So you'll buy me for nothing. 
be yours. We'll be together. For 
ver." 

fford its" said Alicia pensivelys 
t's an attractive offers but 
husband? You're insane, boy." 
y this rude suine?" 


a choice." 
But in the human world 
9 as money. He 15 а 


has money. Money is the 
you familiar with 


"It's not the point." 

"нас is the point. then?" 

"You hate him. He wipes his boots on you 
He disregards your feeling and rights 
I guess. he has some, uh ... sexual 
difficulties too» which һе is trying to 
conceal. And, excuse me, but you are not 
so young anymore." 

“What do you think I can do about it?" 


FEMALE 


"Get rid of him" 
proposed . 

“Wells how?" 

“When he sees me. 
you'll say that this 
15 a PAD for men. 

He won't believe of 
courses he will sit 
into my chair; just 
to check it ир. 


= "Go ona boy. 


"I'11 discharge my battery into his ten; 
lobes. Nobody can survive this. I'll kil 
him. He deserves it. He is a brute and 
I will not get the chair for doing it 
will Те" 

And the chair chuckled. 

"Stop it» electric bastard!" Alicia 

"I wish you didn't cost 30 grand, I'd 
your blockhead off. He actually expect 
me to do this! Just fancy! To swap a 
man for these foul lousy talks! 1'11 
sit into this chairs 1'11 never ever 
this sauna!" 

"Don't be angrys I'm nothing but you 

your dreams» obsession, your alter ego!" 
| said the device. 

"hat did you just say?" 

"I think what you think, I remember 
| what you remember, I wish what you wish, 
| I'm just а refracting edge in the shadow: 
| 





like а facetted ash- 
I put together the s 

show you your own fa 
"My face?" 














ANDY REMENTER Techno Tuesday. 














































She punched the armpad and got up. 

When she got home her righteous anger had 
already thinned ашау. The husband, this fat 
and sweaty nightmare, was still somewhere 
downtown. She opened the closet where she 
kept her dresses. It was her secret plac 

e never pried into this corner. Behind 
0 rows of dresses there was а brand- 
rm-chair equipped with a helmet, 
попез and great number of additional 
gets. It was a PAD-5, the latest model» 
ch had lots of functions and the special 
ings for tender touch. The price of the 
у was 42.000. 

get mad when he learns about it, 
thought about the husband. A very 
sive toys very expensive; but a real 
always much more expensive than a 
Well, it's easier to be happy in a 
nological аде. 
at into the chair and flipped it оп. 
cuddled her tenderly with elastic 
рз. Caressed her neck with the сарріпаз. 
relaxed and nuzzled into his pillow. 
issed you," said the soulless thing, 
issed your breath, the smell of your 
the dark sheen of your eyes, the 

sic of being close to you. I've missed 
you so." 

"Again with yous" purred Alicia» "At last 
we're together." She curled in his snug 
to rub her tear 





ur mind?" asked PAD-5. 
as arranged. When 


home tonight» about 
2 about the husband. 

e + As soon as he 
touches you you'll kill him. The evil beast 
deserved it. I've been waiting for it so 
long. Му dear» my honey, my wonderful, you 
can't imagine how much I need you» how much 
I want you. How much I love you. Only you." 

And PAD-5 gave a contented chuckle- 
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She reaches for her seatbelt, realizing then she's already wearing one. 
He, on the other hand, doesn't seem to need his. Doesn't have that kind 
of patience — to sit still for any length of time. 

Riding in his car, she understands for the first time in her life, the 
feeling of being a passenger. But the car is a Jaguar. Fear and excitement 
mingle in the pit of her stomach, storehouse of ambiguous feelings. 

He steps on the accelerator. She wonders bravely about what lies in store. 

Не had picked her up at seven. 

“Where are you taking me?" she had asked, kicking off her 
uncomfortable shoes. 

“My place,” he had said, with the air of someone used to taking 
shortcuts with impunity. 

And now, much too soon, they are there. The drive has left her feeling 


"Would you like to come upstairs?" he asks, gallantly holding the door. 
She smiles feebly, as if she has just been given an option. He leads her to 
the elevator. Once inside, she watches him press "Р" for “penthouse.” 

The studio is spartan, in an expensive way. Twin towers of speakers 
stand guard on either side of the large bay window, yet there are no CDs 
to he seen or heard. The sparsely populated bookshelf contains classics 
such as Seven Habits of Highly Effective People and Development for 
Fun and Profit. 





AN 


empty, like an over-priced amusement that ended too abruptly and too soon. 


Monopoly Date 


BY MICHAEL HEY 





The wide open space is dominated by a futon and a low table, on which 
he has set up a board game. For refreshment, there are chips and coke. 

“Let's play monopoly," he says, as if this just now occurred to him. 
He seems comfortable in this mode of mock spontaneity. 

“OK,” she replies unenthusiastically, wondering if dating white boys 
is always this exciting. Soon the game is underway 一 he the sports car, 
and she in the role of an old shoe with a gaping hole, game pieces he 
has chosen and laid out beforehand. 

After the opening round, he owns the utilities, and she has to pay up. 

"What was that?" he asks, but she didn't say anything. The potato chips 
аге gone, and her stomach has begun to grow. 

"Nothing," she says, rolling two sixes for the third time in a row. 
How appropriate, she thinks, to be rotting in jail. (For the uninitiated: 
Though the rule is contentious, it is a criminal offence to roll doubles 
three times in a roll — punishable by incarceration!) 

After that, neither says anything for a while, though her stomach 
continues to growl conspicuously. She thinks that maybe she could 
like him, if only he were different somehow, or, perhaps, a different 
person altogether. 

He buys and buys and buys. He acquires Pennsylvania Avenue, and Park 
Place, and also manages to purchase Reading Railroad. “І should marry 
this guy," she muses bitterly from her jail cell. 


—-———— 
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HIGHER PREMIUM 


My insurance company just upped my premium again. It has done this 
every year since we bought our home — automatically, no questions 
asked, and no apology. I told them that since my employer had not 

automatically raised my wages that І wasn't able to comply with the 
insurance company mandate for a higher premium. Actually, І no longer 

receive wages at all because my employer moved to a new location, 

and the pollutants at the new site affected my health. І retired at 65. 


A mandate й із. І was told that the higher premium was to offset the 
rise in the value of my home. In re-figuring the premium, my agent had 
to admit that part of the raise was not due to the increased value. It was 
just for nothing, or for company profit, or just for fun - who knows. 
1 pointed out to him that the value of my home, modest as it is, would 
probably rise every year. Consequently, the premiums would also rise. 
But where would it end? The day would come when І would be required 
to pay thousands of dollars, while | have trouble paying the premiums 
right now. Oh no, my agent said, the premiums ноша eventually level off 
When? He didn't know. Could he guarantee it? Of course not. 


І checked with the bank that holds my mortgage. How about just insuring 
the money that is owed to the bank? | have higher-power connections and 
will feel quite safe without complete coverage. No, that can't be done; 
and because the house is over 100 years old, albeit just recently totally 
remodeled, with proof by local and state authorities that plumbing, 
wiring and all other items involved in remodeling are up to code, 
they could not provide homeowner's insurance at all. Could not, they 
said. Would not? І queried, for other companies will insure my house, 
Would not, they admitted. 


Rita Traut Kabeto 
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she is forced to clean his toilet, on her hands and knees, leaving her to 
conclude that this could be absolutely the worst date ever, in the entire 
history of dating. 

BOARDWALK (with hotel) 

Finally, his grand vision has been realized. And the only sad part of 
itis that even the bank has no money left to lend her. 

"The game is over," she sighs, shivering slightly in her socks and 
panties. “І guess І lost." 

“No,” he says quietly, without a trace of humor in his voice. “The game 
is not over, and will not be over, until you pay back what you owe." 

"That's ridiculous. We can start writing promissory notes if you want, 
but I will never ever climb out of this financial hole. І have no properties, 
and no income to speak of. My debt can only grow." 

"That's not true." 

"How can | possibly pay you back?" 

"You can suck my cock," he says evenly. And she finds herself 
wondering when this game became so serious, and what it would take for 
someone — anyone - to point out that the rules make no sense. She tries 
to formulate this new-found realization in her brain. Perhaps, she is even 
trying to give voice to her thought, but there is no point. It has become 
impossible to say anything with his cock already embedded in her throat. 


Michael Hey is a Vancouver, Canada-based freelance writer 
and filmmaker. 
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Signed up before he even graduated high school, 
United States Marine Corps. Gung ho way back in the second grade. 
Always talking about being a soldier, had his head shaved when 
nobody else at school did. He had no father, not one he knew anyways. 
Quiet, but he stood out. Bad acne and bad teeth, but he didn't care. 
It was all about the Corps. Dur senior year he trained for boot camp. 
Ran 20 miles a week with a five-pound weight in a backpack. Did 500 
sit-ups and 500 pushups back to back. Never had a girlfriend until we 
were seniors. Then he hooked up with this chubby girl, Marsha. 
She blew him every single day. That's the one thing I'm gonna miss, 
he told me the night before he left for boot camp. He fought in the Gulf 
and went to Somalia and now he'sin Iraq. Last time he was home, 
we had some beers one night. There's no pussy over there, but there's 
this one female soldier who gives blowjobs for fifty bucks. She's got 
three kids back home and that's how she helps support them. 
Ain't that the fucking shit? «««« Max Rubak 






Alvin Kilmer decided to join the US Army when he was 18 
years old. Thare was really nothing much else to do in 
Tupela, Mississippi. "I need ta get out of here. Anywhere 
willdo. | just need change.” He explained all of that to 
Sergeant Ralph Paterson in the Boxwood Mall shopping 
center, Held been hanging out at the mall lately with Eddie 
Morangello and Swifty Lankhurst. Their sole objective had 
been to spot girls. Notto meet them, but just to look, and 
to exchange comment among themselves. "She's got a 
grdat ass," or, "Look at the boobs on her." None of the 
boys had enough conviction to approach any girl- be she 
from South End High school or Saint Mary's. They'd heard 
"You guys are a bunch of losers” so often they began to 
think itwas true. "Face it guys, we really are losers,” Alvin 
Said one Friday afternoon after they'd skipped class, 
bought slices of pizza at Terry's in the mall, and were 
sitting in the parking lat smoking Winston Lights that Eddie 
had stalan from his mother. "Yeah, well, so what? At least 
we've got each other.” Eddie drawled between puffs. 

“I'm not that stupid, Eddie,” Alvin replied. "Sure, we've 
gotone another for now, but what about tomorrow? 
What about next year?” 


Sergeant Peterson knows these boys and countless other 
young men just like them. They come from decent families, 
mostly churchgoers, nice kids really - but best of all, they 

love their country. ОК, so they're a bit confused, but heck, 
what 18 year old nowadays isn't? 
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"What's your name, son?" he asked Alvin one aftarnaon 


а здій 


when they were both having а slice and a Or Pepper at 
Terry's Pizza. "Alvin, Sir. Alvin Kilmer." Well, boy, if you ever 
want to talk, I'm at the recruiting center next to Payless 
Shoes.” "Yeah, І kno 
tip-off, and Sergeant Peterson knew just how to play his 





"va seen you there." That was the 


line: toss it out, but don’t reel it 





in until you feel the tug. 

"Well, drop by sometime." It was all he had to say. "Oh, 
and maybe you boys should cut back on those cigarettes; 
it's not a good thing for potential soldiers.” Snap! - Alvin 
bit the bait: "You know, Sir, I think that I'd make a pretty 
good soldier.” "Well then, Alvin, you make sure and drop 
by next time you're in the mall." 


The next time he cut class he told Eddie and Swifty, "І gotta 
'Who? A girl? That girl with the big 
tits at Diamond Sound, or one of the Saint Mary's girls?" 





go talk to someone. 


"Мам, I'm gonna go talk to Ralph Peterson, the recruiter." 
"You've got to be kidding, Al! You want ta be a soldier and 
go to Iraq?” They started laughing and began to salute 
each other. "Have it yaur way, guys” Alvin responded, 
"but I'm not going to be a loser like you two. I'm gonna 
do something with my life; I'm gonna make a man out 
of myself and defend this country for morons like yav.” 


Conflict is the source of inspiration. Sergeant Ralph 
Peterson knows that very well. Military or corporate: 
it works every time. 





When І was in second grade І refused to participate in the Pledge of 
Allegiance. І had two qualms. One, that the line about "опе nation, 
under God” was something that I could not pledge myself ta with any 

honesty, being an atheist at the time. Two, І felt І was too young and lacked 

the understanding to pledge myself to something as large and complicated 

as the US government. Without satisfying either of these, my pledge would 
be false and not a pledge at all. 


My teacher took me aside and once І explained the situation, she called 
my parents. They conferred and it was decided that І could stand at the 
back of the class and not participate, but that І had to at least stand during 
the pledge and face the US flag. І felt it was forced patriotism through 
mindless conditioning, but I obeyed at my parents’ pleading/insistence and 
the next day І stood, obedient, at the back of the class, silent and fuming. 


As word got around | became known as the "Commie” within my school 
and was targeted for verbal and physical abuse. І got my ass kicked during 
recess. Before and after school. In the halls. Repeatedly. Eventually 
I went to the principal and after another phone conference with the ‘rents 
а concession of sorts was reached whereupon I'd stay by my desk, stand 
and place my hand over my heart, but not have to actually recite the 
pledge. This quieted the other students and the harassment at least 
forthis particular youthful antisocial insurrection of mine overthe years 
- eventually stopped. І had to make up stories to the other students so 
they'd leave me alone; tell them that 1 was just fucking with them to see 

how far І could take a joke. 


But that stigma always followed. That І was some sort of weirdo. 
Someone who didn't follow along with the program. Someone not 
to be trusted. 


Ironic that І won the state bicentennial art contest for public high school 

students іп "76 with a poster of my design that read "Let Freedom Ring.” 

І had learnt, quite the hard way, that freedom was a lie then; Тоту hope 
that more people understand what a lie it is now. 











Bodies of civilians are seen next to the wreckage of their vehicles on the main road near the southern bordar village 
of Ter Harfa, Lebanon on July 15, 2006. At least 12 villagers ware killed іп what appeared to be an Israeli airstrike оп 
a convoy of vehicles evacuating a village near the border with Israel, a witness said. 






Ме have bean infected by a virulent strain of thought. I watch the spread of rhetoric, the contagious words, 
the thoughts that leap from one mind to another. І hear phrases used to justify bombs іп ona year to justify different 
trajectories another ye: ” and "democracy" pass the lips of leaders 

to justify action born out of unthinking anger that is always regretted a few orbits later. 





r. | hear snippets like "axis of evil” and "terra 







I watch the political word play that allows nations to tie extra-territorial organizations to other national entities 






to justify attacks, I hear the raucous cry that the young must sacrifice themselves for the glory of unborn nations. 
I watch as worshippers are torn apart by high explosives for associating with the wrong man speaking the words of god. 
1 see blood running. 







1see youth corrupted. 










the decades stretching before us, full of the echoes that we cause today. ! see legions scarred by the memory. 
of bombs tearing away loved ones and homes shattering under the concussion of self-righteous destroyers. 






We will pay for our ideas. 





LEBANON *ISRAEL* PALESTINE 





POEMS BY RENOWNED PALESTINIAN POET 
TAWFIQ ZAYYAD, FORMER MAYOR OF NAZARETH 


When the late Zayyahd became a member ofthe Israeli parliament, his Hebrew was not very good. 
One of the government members shouted, “Where did you study Hebrew?” and he replied, “In your prisons.” 


All 1 Have 


I never carried a rifle 
On my shoulder 

Or pulled a trigger. 

All have 

Is a flute's melody 

A brush to paint my dreams, 
Abottle of ink. 


All [have 

Is unshakeable faith 
And an infinite love 
For my people in pain. 


While reading an old book of my grandmother's about Palestine, | came across a passage about how 








hrist, gers into their home as 





taking str. 


all travelers as a wandering 





the people there "would trea 


urches. We are afraid of 





honored guests. We have lost this in our culture. We lock our 





ences are what makes 





anyone different instead of wishing to know, and acknowledging tt 


life interesting. We don't want to know what is around the corner and what is beyond the bend or 





what is behind the veil or who has the best story to tell or who will point out to us the unimaginable 


This loss of hospitality, then suspicion, then регзеси his causes the ache at the heart of 





er the world tc 





humanity that we are experiencing а 


Crystal M. Olson 
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GEORGE W. BUSH AND ISRAELI PRIME MINISTER EHUD OLMERT AT THE WHITE HOUSE, MAY 2006 


AN OPEN LETTER TO PRESIDENT BUSH 


George W. Bush 

President of the United States of America 
1600 Pennsylvania Ave. 

Washington, DC 20500 


Dear Mr, President, 

You have said that Jesus Christ is your favorite philosopher and you've frequently professed your Christian faith. 

As you are a Christian, please ask yourself: Who would Jesus bomb? Who would Jesus kill? Who would Jesus torture? 
Would Jesus say that killing anyone is the way to build peace? Would Jesus try to exert ап unchallenged military 
dominance over the whole planet (as outlined in your National Security Strategy in 2002)? 


Christian, Islamic, Buddhist and Jewish traditions universally teach that the path toward peace is forgiveness, 
humility and compassionate actions, not physical brutality. By building bridges rather than bombing them, 
our nation can lead by example, illuminating the way toward a lasting peace for the world. 


Jonathan Woolson 
Fredonia, NY 


Neve Shalom -Wahat Al-Salam 


Planted squarely on a barren hilltop in the no-man's-land buffer zone 
between the West Bank and Israel, Neve Shalom Wahat al-Salam 
"Oasis of Peace" in both Hebrew and Arabic- glimmers hopefully in 


a desert of viole 





To prove co-existence between Israeli Jews and 


have meticulously maintained 





Arab Palestinians is possible, villag 


50:50 balance in the numbers of Israeli Jewish residents to Arab 





Palestinian inhabitants for over 35 years. But can this unusual 


experiment affect peaceful change outside its sheltering walls? 





The community, not to be confused with strictly-Jewish Kibbutzim, 
opened its mixed Arab-Jewish primary school to area children 14 
years ago, teaching K-8 students traditions of both peoples (along 
with reading, writing and arithmetic) - and each classroom boasts 
both Arab-speaking and Hebrew-speaking instructors, Adamantly 
committed to a counterintuitive approach to peacemaking — which 


individuals do not sacrifice cultural, religious or national identity for 





the sake of peace but rather, embrace and accept difference - Wahat 





al-Salam does not wish for the compartmentalization of Israel-Palestine 





multiple versions of itself. Rather, explains senior member Howard 
Shippen, success would be the obsolescence of the community's 


uniqueness in a hoped-for era of Palestinian-Israeli co-existence. 





With Israel-Palestine again paralyzed by intransigent violence, 
Neve Shalom is 


identity-affirming style of peace anytime soon. Not while victimhood 





nlikely to move 





ither ethnic group toward its 


mentalities prevail, that is. As Israel's obsession with the release of one 





kidnapped soldier reveals, a vocal minority of Isra 





i [ews appropriate 





а deeply traumatic narrative to justify nationalist violence. Unable to 


come to terms with the notion that their government and its agents 





are the oppressor rather than part of the oppressed, these Israelis 
wield AK-47s and rockets without moral accountability. Descendants 


of Jews who suffered centuries of anti-Semitic oppression (especially 





in Europe), many Israeli Jews have changed places, moving from 


history's victims to the victimizers. Like abused children or cornered 











elis - especially those with political and military weight 
continue lashing out with all the tunnel vision and insecurity of a 
people who do not understand their own power. A history of suffering 
is most dangerous, Jewish author Marc Ellis writes, “when victims now 
empowered claim victimhood." Meanwhile, Palestinians 


in Hamas- are equally convinced of their righteousness, denying any 





shred of humanity to Israelis, an attitude that allows them to suicide 
bomb without restraint. Because both peoples constantly consider 
more real concern, 


themselves on the verge of societal obliteration ( 





no doubt, for Palestinians), they continue to act with brutal blindness. 
In the long-term, this side-by-side living ах Jews and Arabs did 
prior to 1940 - is achievable, and Wahat al-Salam's work is proving 
essential in that effort. According to facilitator Michal Zak, the 
village's other educational institution, the renowned School For 
Peace, anchors Neve Shalom's drive to foster enduring co-existence 
without demanding anyone surrender identity. Directly addressing 
the mindset of victimhood through dialogic encounters that seek to 


create revelatory confrontations with the responsibility of each ethnic 





group - for instance, providing Palestinians with the opportunity 
to come face-to-face with the pain caused by suicide bombings and 
Israelis with the agonizing destructiveness of bulldozing houses 

or building "security fences,” - the School has graduated 10,000 
individuals since its inception in 1979. Many of these continue 
peacemaking through identity-affirmation in whatever vocation they 


hold. Mutual accountability for the violence and protracted conflict, 





coupled with the process of granting validity to the multiple identities 


and sufferings clamoring for recognition, will, one hopes, uproot the 





all-justifying, morally-blinding victim posturing that currently claims 


the hearts of both peoples. 


Jesse Zerger Nathan 
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Here We Will Stay 


In Lidda, in Ramla, in the Galilee, 
we shall remain 

like a wall upon your chest, 

and in your throat 

like а shard of glass, 

a cactus thorn, 

and in your eyes 

a sandstorm. 


We shall remain 

a wall upon your chest, 

clean dishes in your restaurants, 
serve drinks in your bars, 

sweep the floors of your kitchens 
to snatch a bite for our children 
from your blue fangs. 


Here we shall stay, 

sing our songs, 

take to the angry streets, 
fill prisons with dignity. 


In Lidda, in Ramla, in the Galilee, 
we shall remain, 

guard the shade of the fig 

and olive trees, 

ferment rebellion in our children 


as yeast in the dough. 


Tawfiq Zayyad 














Johannesburg, South Africa. 

8 рт 

The sound of metal against metal at 40 miles an hour. 
We run outside. 

He is lying under his motorcycle. No helmet. 
Blood starting to pool under his back. 

2:40 pm 

Ricki calls an ambulance 

I sit next to the boy. I touch his face. 

1 ask Ве can hear me. 

1 can't move," he says. 

1 tell him to lie still. Help is coming. 

2:50 pm 

A crowd surrounds us. Still no ambulance 

No doctors іп the crowd. No medics. 

What is your папе?” 

1 tell him ту name and continue to brush the hair 
from his face. 1 tell him to stay calm, Help vill 
be here any minute. 

3:05 pm 

Ricki calls the ambulance again. 

LET 

1 shhh him as І would a baby lying down for a nap. 





3:17 pm 
The ambulance, 
His broken lifeless body із lifted onto a stretcher. 


1 slam my body against the ambulance driver 
as he comes to ask my name. 

Where were you?" І wipe the boy's blood from 
my hands onto the driver's face. 

But this is my fault; he tells me: "No one 
reported the victim was white. 


1 call every newspaper. | call every TV station. 
No one writes the story. 


In South Africa, this isn't news. 


в. Jontry 


BOGOTÁ 


In Bogotá, Colombia, bus stops are little more than shelter from the incessant rain. 
Public buses are run by private companies whose sole objective is to fill their buses 






to the brim. That means you can wait anywhere along the route you like, raise your 
hand, and expect curbside service to chauffer you down some of South America's 
Worst paved roads. 


As you settle into your seat and begin to stare at the unrelenting rainfall, a teenager 
boards the bus, dripping wet, and slides a piece of candy into the cash tray beneath 
the plate glass window that separates the driver from the passengers. 


And he gives his version of the same speech you hear on every bus, every day in Bogotá. 
"Good afternoon ladies and gentleman, excuse me for the interruption. My family was 
forced to move to Bogotá after guerrillas took our land in the countryside. We have 
been here for a short time and cannot find work. 1 am selling candy to support and 
feed my family. This delicious candy is imported and new to the market. | am selling 
one piece for10 cents, two for 20 cents, or, for your best value, three for 25 cents. 
Thank you for your collaboration, have a safe ride." 


Scott Lucas 
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SZABOLCSBAKA 










In the outskirts of a small Hungarian town called Szabolcsbáka there 
stands a lime tree. It is 500 years old - the second oldest tree in 
Europe, as the sign says. Making a fire near the tree is prohibited, 
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the sign warns, because the tree is protected. 





Of course, the tree is without real protection. Where there is human 
life, there is a battlefield. Local youngsters cut the main branch 














ofthe tree to create a maypole. Somebody made a fire at the trunk, The witness of history stands, and from time to time, thrill-seeking 
burning one side of the tree. The other side still lives, but the wrecked, men kill a tiny bit of it. Time is what they kill. These inferior beings are 
truncated old tree looks like a ghost that mysteriously survived history. the last people, signs and causes of the failure, the breakdown. 





It seems that we still live, but we are all the buried ghosts of 
As for the tree-burners, they are the junk of creation. І curse a civilization that collapsed under its own burden. 
them to die in horrible ways. І curse them, although І know it 

is nothing but a ritual cry. There is no curse that can help here; The golden age is over, as if it had never existed. Behind the timos 

there is nothing that can help here. lit with sunlight there is only a glowing shadow. At the end of the 


unbelievable harmony that never existed, at the end of the human path 
linking the internal and the external, linking lower and higher worlds, 
there stands a mutilated, blazing lime tree. Its shadow is burning us. 


Attila Végh (translated by Adam Baki) 




























Sometimes І see my city on fire, burning slowly, like a 
disaster zone. Sometimes | smell the exposed, raw flesh 

of old and young people, І can't stop creating new stories 

in my head. | live іп a small, joyous, artistic town: Oaxaca, 
Mexico. Right now, as I write this, social discontent gets 
higher everyday; the history of my country is happening, 

but the real version will be forgotten soon. A large group 

of people talk about revolution, about radical changes: 
attaining popular power by expelling the hegemonic 
government, putting the poor and isolated first. Others are 
afraid of revolution and social changes, they don't want to 
walk in the streets, don't want to feel threatened. This is 
the way it has always been with civilization, nobody wants 
to lose control. What's the new meaning of revolution? 

We all want a different country, we all want deep changes, 
withaut making any big effort. Where is all this going? Is this 


REUTERS/Str (MEXICO) 


the beginning of a battle between the oppression and the 
Justice? Could this be the initial phase of a conflict no one 
can win? Once again fire, disaster and raw flesh appear. 


Karina Ruiz 





The ties between Arab youth and the law bring to mind, 

in many ways, a nineteenth-century novel. Far a long time 
I was fragile, yet in the pervasive delinquency around 

me, | seemed driven by some borrowed force. Invariably, 
the ghetto child's first act of revolt is to commit an 
offence. Poverty, that traditional proletarian sickness, 
dictates every action. Therein lie the roots of begging, 

of thieving. І recall being hungry the way a grown man 

is hungry in the streets of this country. | stole and І had 
my reasons for it. І don’t feel obliged to justify myself; 
the realities of that world carry their own explanations. 
Honesty seen as a luxury - the condemnation of the poor. 
In shop windows, the goods are arrayed to suggest theft, 
invite it; and the theft itself is born of the circumstances. 
Shut out from the consumer society that defines who you 
are by what you have, Some kids today wantto have 50 
they can be. However the accepted methods of having are 
forbidden them. Thieving gives them a relative, temporary 
self-worth. With time, I've come to realize that very few 
thieves are opposed to property; on the contrary, they 
reaffırm it. Theft in their case is but an act of acquisition, 
a lone act committed for social acceptance. Ordinary 
greed wasn't what brought me to larceny. 

In the eyes of the law, 500 francs fewer in а handbag and 500 more in 
а pocket makes little difference. People aren't born delinquent; they 
become so according to the accidents of their lives and their response 
to them. The moment the offence has been committed, society shows 


morseless logic leads to prison. Before, in my youth, 
there were gaps between the bars; now these have been filled in. 








by Mounsi 
Translated fram the French by Martin Sorrell 


Savigny-sur-Orge, the reform school where | was locked up at 14, 
cast a spell over me thanks to a book by Francois Villon which | 

found there, a million miles from the groves of academe. The vigour, 
the amazing energy of his poetry struck me with tremendous force. 

His words entered me like life itself, it’s as simple as that; and ever 
since they've been so much a part of me it's as though I came into the 
world already knowing them. At last, what I had felt in my body had 
been put into words. Inevitably there was "The Ballad of the Hanged 
Men.” Wherever our anguish is at its worst, it's books above all 
that save us. They tell us that the most frightening things can be 
endured; they show us a way out from fear. Every reader is solitary, 

but no one more so than a prisoner. In this solitude, the prisoner 
seizes the words on offer more voraciously than anyone. Between God 
and mute Creation there is, we are told, the Word. The poetry of Villon 
completely filled my head from the start. It was so natural, so much а 
part of me, it could have been written in my lifetime. It linked intuition 
and incarceration. We all know that trompe-l'oeil called recognition. 


Sometimes we think we've already encountered people and things 
before, or that events happening now have already occurred, which 
makes what's to come seem like a moment in the past. We can't know 
if that is confirmation of an earlier prediction, or the experience of 

a lived moment, 





My fellow inmates thought me mad. I'm quite sure that they'd have 
thrown me out of their cell like a turncoat if I'd altered anything in 
my behaviour towards them. | read а lot, but was convinced that I'd 
do nothing with it, and it had to remain private. Even in prison - above 
all in prison - reading produces a strange sense of freedom. | read 
Villon as if it were a secret Language. He didn't have any practical 
uses for me, but | became obstinately attached to his poetry, the way 
someone might defend a universally condemned belief. With Villon 

1 discovered that art is not the same thing as society. In its highest 
expression, artis its opposite, its enemy. No poet worthy of the name 
can be “official.” The worst danger of all is State Culture, dead in its 
very essence. 


Understanding delinquency is forged by the imagination; via рогіз and 
stories) not simply judges nd rules. Little by little; developed ways 
of acting and feeling that allowed me to identify with Villon. With great 
spiritual effort, І sought to discover in myself that core of fragility that 
allows poets to prefer the imaginary to the real. Some young detainees 
talked of escaping. My aim was to make sense of why І was banged 

vp in there, inside those walls, зо that eventually id see the light 
beyond. When things are at their worst, the тїп can still create a 
thought that instantly produces the words to expres 








Paradoxically, it was the first statement | ever made 16 the police 
that finally let me decode the hieroglyphs of my existence: could 
authenticate it, there, on paper, inink. Often, ima police station, 
the intuition came to me of something I couldn't quite define, 

like a presentiment of the meaning of my life: It seemed as though 
everything І couldn't read myself were being read out loud. | felt 
clarified, defined from the outside. In the true sense, it was vertigo. 
From the injustices of the penal system, earned to distance myself, 
to remove myself r as possible, asif to recede to the Middle 
Ages. To exonerate my father from the fault I'd committed, І made 
myself very small, and metamorphosed into Villón's son. YoU can 
only live with memory by falsifying it. Alt human beings invent their 
own legends within their histories. Lifé can't just be contained in 
that little space called truth. 





My childhood delinquency only makes sense through the process 
of unveiling and coming to terms with my origins. Every offence I 
committed was an act to invent the freedom denied to my father. These 
“acts of invention" had to shock, to expose me - in the true meaning, 
of the word -to the decent French, the decent Arabs. Then | had по 
other way to affirm my youth and my origins, but the intense desire 
ind death. І do know І felt everything my father had endured. 
fitting term here, | didn't “repress” any of jt. Г stored it away; 
knowingly. Now, today, what I've газ падащ 
hut neither bitterness nor hatred nor} 
have ever provoked mé to misuse thi 





My experience is like that of many yoj 
the same thing goes оп, everywhere, 


though the guilt of the children's their precious gi 
“innocence” of the parents. In French society; im 
be collectively innocent, but they know that a: 


1 inspire hatred rather. 
‘Sense of who you are. The 
т individuality, at least; 


than pity, Built al 
accusing finger points о 
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Df course these ways of thinking require того! 
doing is to present what ! know in my bones. Ther 
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only маў І can 


twas the 
like aca 
another, 





circumambulations of the Kaaba. 





Dur hands were empty of so many lost caresses. The lawmen's 
bracelets snapped shut around the fragile curve of our wrists: 

My stainless steel chain bracelet glistened — we each wore whatever 
jewels we could. In the empty hours, our fingers wound themselı 
around the skylight bars in the low-ceilinged arched cells inh: 
by sensual youths, blind to the sun. In my nocturnal memories, 

a fragment of moonlight illuminates the faces of these children in 

the shadows. My companions in misfortune were between 13 and 17. 
The law and the precocious breaking of our will became one and the 
зате thing. We all seemed to have become cloaked like sanctified 
beings, resembling what in other times would have been sacrificial 
victims - be they goats, oxen or children. Black tattoos on their arms, 
а simple crass, no words of prayer, а scar slashed across the skin 
close to the name of a loved one. Being among them gave me a strange 
sense of premonition, Within those walls | construed the sign on their 
foreheads and оп mine. | understood their determination to create 
their own destiny, that perhaps they, themselves, didn't understand. 
The etymology of Latin deliquere, to abandon, recalls the fundamental 
meaning of delinquency. In secondary school, we wrote with real ink, 
we dipped our Sergent-Major pens in little white porcelain inkwells. 

At the front of the class, as close as possible to the podium where 

the teacher had his desk, sat all the clever pupils, in neat rows, 

well behaved. As for us, we were already somewhere else. 























For a long time, people told me who І маз. Now it's ту шт. Words аге. 
thrown in my direction, І catch them, send them on to other people, 
and І understand what | mean to them. The young born of immigration 
come from so far away; a distant journey. Each episode of their history 
evokes another, that of their parents. In these young lives, І see 
reflected my own biography. 
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V like voice of the city 

V like Venissieux, Vaulx-en-Velin* 

У like Vitry 

V like vandals thieving, like viewing shop 
windows, like violence 

V like Villon. 

So my life will have found its definition on the fertile wastelands of 
the banlieue, where, paradoxically it seems, the city ends. To steal, 


to destroy, to take drugs is also to push to the extreme society's 
Exclusion Order. 


It's taken me 30 years to move from the News in Brief columns 
of the press to the literary pages. Even now, whenever I'm at my 
lowest, І repeat these lines to myself: 


Fellow humans who мій come after us 

Do not harden your hearts against us. 

If you сап show us poor wretches some pity 
God will be quicker to grant you his mercy. 





And each word falls from my lips in the 
came from Villon's heart. 


е way I'm sure they 


"Villon and 1” excerpted from Territoires d'outre-ville by Mounsi, 1995. 
Copyright® Mounsi, 1995 and translation © Martin Sorrell, 2006. 
Reprinted by arrangement with Bookblast [www.bookblast.com]. 

For more, visit www.mounsi.com 


1. names of cités In the banliouo 
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SHAHRYAR NASHAT 





29, still single, in a used bookstore. 


When you're reduced 

to wearing t-shirt #3 

and it’s too small and dirty 

and Thelonious Monk 

is being piped through the speakers — 


my advice - dance a little. 


Kyle Vaughn 


NEVER LET МЕ 


BY SUSAN |. MILLER 





THE BIGGEST CHALLENGE IN [AZZ IMPROVISATION, IS NOT TO PLAY ALL THE 
NOTES YOU COULD PLAY, BUT TO WAIT, HESITATE - TO PLAY WHAT'S NOT THERE. 


MILES DAVIS 





10:21am 


One night, at an hour that was normally my bedtime, 

І got all dressed up, and my mother and father and І drove into 
New York, down to the Half Note, the jazz club on Hudson 
Street. I was 13, maybe 14, just beginning teenagehood, 

and had never gone anywhere that was ‘nightlife.’ І had heard 





jazz all ту life, on records or the radio, my father beating out 
time on the kithen table, the steering-wheel, letting out a 
breathy ‘Yeah’ when the music soared and flew. When they 
were cooking, when they really swung, it transported him; 

he was gone, inside the music. I couldn't go on this trip with 
him, but I thought І could understand it. It seemed to me that 
anyone could, hearing that music. Bird, Diz, Pres, Sweets, 
Lester, Al, Zoot It was my father's music, though he himself 
never played a note. 


OWN 


I knew the players, for about the only friends 
my parents had were musicians and their wives. 
When I was a little kid, I'd lie in bed listening 
to them talk their hip talk in the next room. 
I knew I was the only kid in Washington 
Heights to be overhearing words like 
‘man’ and ‘cat’ and ‘groove’, and jokes 
that were this irreverent and Блек. 

I knew they were cool and I loved it. 

Atthe Half Note that night, the three 
of us walked through the door, and the 
owner appeared, all excited to see my father, 
and, in the middle of this smoky nightlife 
room, he kissed my father's hand. This was real 
life, the center of something. We sat down. In front of 
us, on a little stage, were Jimmy Rushing, a powerful singer, 
and two sax players, Al Cohn and Zoot Sims, whom I'd known. 
all my life. And there was а whole roomful of people slapping 
the tables, beating out time, breathing ‘Yeah’ at the great 
moments, shaking their heads, sometimes snapping 
their fingers, now and then bursting out 
with, ‘Play it, man, or, ‘Sing it.” When 
the break came, Zoot sat down 
with us and ate a plate of lasagne or 
something and didn’t say much except 
for these dry asides that were so funny I 
couldn't bear it. Too funny to laugh at. And there 
was my dad: these men were his friends, his buddies. 
They liked the things about my father that I could like 
— how funny he was, uncorny, how unsentimental, unafraid 
to be different from anyone else in the world: how he was. 
unafraid to Бе on the edge. 
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Аза child, І didn't know that my father and many of the 
musicians who sat with their wives in our living room, eating 
nuts and raisins out of cut-glass candy dishes, were 
junkies. It wasn't until I was 21, a college senior, 
that my father told me that he had been 
a heroin addict, casually slipping 

it into some otherwise unremarkable 
conversation. The next day, my mother filled in 
the story. My father had begun shooting up in 1946, 
when my mother was pregnant with my brother, who is 19 
months older than me. He stopped when І was around ІЗ and 
my brother was 15 - the same age as my father's addiction. 

Т never suspected a thing. Nor did my brother. We never 
saw any drug paraphernalia. There was a mysterious 
purplish spot in the crook of my father's elbow, which 
he said had something to do with the army. His 
vague explanation was unsatisfactory, but 
even in my wildest imaginings I never came 
near the truth. In the ‘50s, in the white, 
middle-and-working-class communities 
where we lived, no one discussed 
drugs, which were synonymous with 
the utmost degradation and depravity. 
My parents succeeded in hiding my 
father’s addiction to us, but, as a 
result, we could never make sense of 
the strained atmosphere, our lack 
of money, our many moves. The 
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ysterical. 
My father was Often away, staying 


out late or not coming home at 
all. My brother and І fought often 
and violently. My mother was terribly 
depressed, sometimes desperate. I tried to 
figure out what was going on. An affair? 

This was a logical explanation, but it didn't fit. 

My father was a man of socially unacceptable habits. He 
was fat, he picked his teeth, he burped, he farted, he blew his 
nose into the sink in the morning, he bit his nails until he had 
no nails, and then he chewed his fingers, eating himself up. 
He was a high-octane monologuer, a self-taught high-school 
drop-out who constantly read, thought and talked politics and 
culture, gobbling up ideas, stuffing himself as fast as he could 

-with everything. 








He was from Brighton Beach, Brooklyn, and earned his living 
dressing windows in what were called ladies specialty shops 

- independently-owned women's clothing stores in and around 
New York City. He went from store to store in his display-laden 
station-wagon, visiting them every month or so when they changed 
their windows. Being а window-dresser was a touch creative, but 
most importantly it meant he didn't have to fit in; all he had to 
do was get the job done. 

How did a bright Jewish boy from Brighton Beach become a 
junkie in his late 40s? It was partly the crowd he hung out 
with: white musicians deeply under the influence of Charlie 
Parker - and Parker's drug, heroin. Stan Getz, Al Cohn, 
George Handy - all were junkies and they were all 
my father's friends. 

My father began with marijuana - at age 15. 
Although drafted during the Second World 
War, he never made it overseas; he was, І was 
told, 'honourably discharged from boot 
camp in Georgia for health reasons: 
he was deeméd too weak to fight, 
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fhe ar y Bi tures Гу seen 
е looks sí happy and active 
even if a little n, clownin 
in front of the camera with his 
friends. Perhaps the story is true 
but it seems unlikely. By His late 20s, 
he was а heroin addict, Ten years later, 
he was taking amphetamines as well. He 
occasionally gave me some when I was in 
college to help me stay up all night writing 
papers; they were very strong. When he was about 
50, he was taking LSD, mescaline, peyote, whatever he 
could get. 

At college, I received long letters from him, written 
when he was coming down from an acid or mescaline 
trip. Often he tripped alone in the living-room of my parents’ 
New Jersey apartment, awake all night long, listening to records, 
writing and thinking while my mother slept. I read pages of his 
blocky, slanted printing, about how the world is a boat and we are 
all sinking. So many pages with so many words. Usually I threw 
them away without finishing them, scanning his stoned raps in 
front of the big, green, metal trash-can in the college mail-room, 
picturing him in the living-room with the sun rising, wired up, 
hunched over the paper, filling up the page, wanting me to know 
all the exciting things he had discovered. Part of me wanted to hear 
them and love him — and indeed did love him for taking the acid, 
for taking the chance. But another part shut down, unable to 
care. І would look out of the mail-room window on to the college's 
perfect green lawn, scenic mountains in the distance, little white 
houses with green shutters, the place of my willed exile, my escape. 


One day when І was home from college on vacation, 
my father and I went into New York together. He was 
going to retrieve his car from a garage in the West 
Forties, take me to a friend's downtown and then pick 

up my mother at her midtown office and drive her home. 
We took the bus across the bridge, then got on the 
subway at 178th Street. After the doors shut, my 
father edged close to me, putting his mouth 

up to my ear to make himself heard over 
the screech of the train. | took acid 
before we left the house this. 
morning and | m just starting 
to get off, he said. 

He was smiling; a naughty kid out 
in the big grown-up world. My heart sank. 
My father had swallowed a psychic explosive 
that might detonate him and then me, if his trip 
turned bad. The train rocked furiously back and forth, 
its lights flickering, racing at 60 miles an hour through its 
pitch-black tunnel on the longest non-stop run in the city, 
from 125th to 59th street. At any moment, the subway car 
might turn into a sealed tomb on an endless nightmare 
ride. Acid makes you vulnerable, a sponge. It would take 
only seconds, a quick switch in his head, and he would be 
gripping my arm and saying, Susan, I've got to get out of 
here. Now, right now. 

We reached our stop, and | stayed close, following him 
through the smelly, mobbed, low-ceilinged station where at 
every turn І saw something | feared might set him off: glistening 
hot dogs revolving under infra-red lights; a legless man ona 
wheeled board, selling pencils, But at the garage my father 
understood the Puerto Rican mechanic's broken English 
better than I did. He checked the bill and counted out 
cash and coins the right way the first time. Last time 
Itook acid, I found myself in a little family grocery in 
Santa Fe, staring dumbfounded at the meaningless discs 
of silver in my hand, unable to buy an orange ро) 
without help, thunderstruck by the very concept of money, 
its simultaneous brilliance and folly. My dad was having 





no such problems. He was energized; he was having 
fun. He got behind the wheel and headed out 
into the river of cars, the honking, swerving 
cabs, the sticky stop-and-go jams. He 
dropped me off, waved goodbye, 
headed back uptown to pick up 
my mother. 

atching him trip was like discovering 
that your father was an accomplished deep- 
sea driver or high-wire artiste. Yet І knew that even 
the best tightrope walker slips. 1 limped up to 
my friend's, exhausted, 
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jews: I suspected she had a point; 

ife married to a man always on the road 
would be no picnic. I had heard about the 
hotel rooms and buses and daytime sleeping. | also 
knew that she meant something more complex; that 
these men were not to be trusted. She could say, don't 
marry one, because she had seen so many. What she didn't 
say, and what I didn’t know, was that so many were junkies. 
Because І didn't know what lay behind her warnings, they 
seemed mysteriously exaggerated. 

The musicians who came to our house fascinated me: their 
pants with black satin stripes down the sides, their hip talk, 
their battered horn cases. My father could hear anyone on 
the radio and know who was playing, He'd say, That's Pres, 





or, Listen to Diz swing. I loved the fame of these men, the fact 
that the world knew their names, their sounds, that there were 
pictures of them in Down Beat. І knew some, like Al and Zoot, 
my 
father lived apart from us children, To me, these were names, 





but most of them І never met. They were part of U 


or sounds on records, or sometimes faces in our photo album; 

they belonged to men leaning against lampposts in the Village, 
or sitting with their arms around attractive women on rocks 
in Central Park. Allen Eager, Tiny Kahn, George Handy, Stan 


Getz, Jolmny Mandel, Georgie Auld, these names resonate 









in my heart like the Yiddish that I heard so often. 

1 don't know what went on between my father and these men. 
AILI know is that for my father, his junkie years were the greatest of 
his Ше. He wanted to tell me about them, so І would understand 
why he isn’t sorry about what he did. He wanted me to know about 
the great and wild people he had met, the music he had heard, the 
crazy underworld places he had been to. He needed to explain 
that, while being a junkie sounded bad to other people, it had been 
really wonderful for him. But | couldn't listen. For me, those years 
of his heroin addiction had been a time of fearful poverty, violence 
at the hands of my brother and terror that my mother would cease to 
function. No, | said, | don't want to hear. Each of us was furious: 
my worst times were his best. 

As a child, | was convinced that if my father saw me walking 
down the street in an unexpected place, away from the clues 
that linked me to him, such as our apartment or my mother or 
my school, he would not recognize me. He didn’t know what 
Hooked like. But I knew nothing about the drugs; lacking 
knowledge, I could not say, he is stoned, he is high. He would 
not have been a good father even if he hadn't been an addict. 
By his own admission, he came to parenthood ignorant of love 
and acquainted only with hate. 


My mother told me about my grandmother Esther, the wicked 
witch of Brighton Beach. According to my mother, my grandmother 
despised men. She lavished attention on her daughter, my father’s 
only sibling. She dealt in machinations, lies and deceptions, feeding 
the fires of hate between father and son, sister and brother, so 
that for weeks this one wouldn't speak to that one, that one would 
wouldn't speak to this one, everyone crushed in the one basement 
room where they lived. When my father did well in school, his 
mother scorned him. She tore up a citation he'd won - and then spat 
‘on it. She never kissed him, except on the day he went off to boot 
сатр. His mother and my mother, then his young wife, were standing 
on the platform, saying goodbye. Seeing the mothers tearfully 
embracing their sons, his mother was shamed into touching hers: 
she pecked his cheek. 

We sometimes took her to Ratner's for dinner. Ratner's was a 
kosher dairy restaurant on lower Second Avenue, where, 24 hours 
a day, an aged waiter with a heavy Yiddish accent brought you 
baked fish or kasha varniskes or blintzes or icy shav. Later, 
when the neighborhood became the East Village, 

I would occasionally return to Ratner's for a plate 
of blintzes, after seeing the Greatful Dead 
at the Filmore East next door. 

But at the зате | time, І was ten, 
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her, truly not giving a damn about anyone or anything 
except the food in front of her. Across her broad face, she 





wore a thick layer of dead-white powder and a bright red circle 
of rouge on each cheek. Her hair was so thin you could see her waxen 
scalp and the dark roots of each strand. It was dyed a shade that was 
probably meant to be auburn but was actually a bright, rusty orange. 
When Esther belched, my mother said nothing. The daughter 
of immigrants herself, she was shy and scared inside, afraid to таке 
a mistake. But | was ashamed, sitting there in silence, eating my 
baked fish and looking up at the huge ugly oil portrait of old Mr. 
Ratner that hung over the cash register. 
1 really wanted to learn what to do, how to егі, talk, act, seeking 
self-confidence the only way І could, from the outside in. But | 
was tethered with doubt and embarrassment. | suffered bourgeois. 
afflictions that must have come from my mother, and the desire 
not to be downtrodden by convention, which came from my 
father. My mother was а slave to rules she wasn't sure of; 
my father knew there were rules and he loved to break them; 
idn't even know rules existed. 





my grandmother 





Occasionally Esther spoke to me, addressing me brusquely in 
rapid-fire Yiddish (she never learned English, even through she 
had come here at I6: а fuck-you to the New World). Was she 
really trying to communicate with me, forgetting | didn’t 
know Yiddish? Or did she care so little that she had no 
memory of what | knew or didn't know? At my look 
of incomprehension, her expression would turn 
to disgust: what use is this child, if she can’t 
even speak? Feh- she would dismiss me 
with a wave of her hand. It felt as though 
| was nothing more to m grandmother 
than a Бор sittin n радиа, 
ре chain a 59) V nó one 

nside, much as І felt with my father. 
And again, if | appeared before her 
without my parents, without those usual 
clues to my identity, she would have been 
unable to place me. 

| didn't trust grown-ups. They didn't protect те; 
they didn't see me. To Esther, | was а speck, a smudge. 

My father only once told me a story about himself and his 
mother. | was a college student at the time. The two of us were 
driving on the highway on a beautiful, clear, cold winter day. 

My father was behind the wheel. Fourteen years earlier, in 1956, 
when he was 38, his father, who had been very sick, died in the 
hospital while my father and Esther were visiting him. My father took 
Esther home to Brooklyn, where she asked him for a favor. There 
were some terms in her will she wanted to review. Would he read it 
out loud to her? (Even in Yiddish my grandmother was illiterate.) My 
father was tired and upset and somewhat puzzled that his mother 
wished to go over her will on the night of her husband’s death, but he 
agreed. (As my father talked, | pictured Esther unlocking the black 
metal strongbox with the key she wore around her neck and handing 
him the will. They would have been in her tiny living-room, sitting 
on her overstuffed flowered chairs, knees almost touching, 
her heavy-featured face impassive, his eyes wary but hoping to 
please.) The will turned out to be simple: Esther’s house and 
savings were to go to Sarah, her daughter. Then he 
heard himself, the fly in the web, reading: And 
to my son Sidney, | leave nothing, because 
he is no good. My father stated at 
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My father’s voice was tired and 
bitter. She wanted to see what І would 
do, he said; she wanted to watch my reaction. 
Ma, I said, I gotta go home now. I'm tired and it's 
late. I didn’t want to show her how bad I felt, I didn't 
want to give her the satisfaction. It wasn’t the money. 

1 didn't care about that. Let my fucking sister have the 
money. But why did she have to write that sentence? 
Why did she have me read it? 

My father started to cry. He had never cried in front of me. 
His hands loosened their grip on the wheel, The car began to 
drift into the opposite lane, across the white unbroken line. 
Look out, | yelled. He grabbed the wheel and turned us towards 
safety. Look out, І had yelled, and he did. Look out, | had yelled, 
for what else could | have said? 

In 1973, two years after my father told me about his addiction, 
he stopped in to visit me at my apartment on Charlton Street. 

He was distraught, not an unusual state for him. Damaged 
merchandise he said, are the words that | see in front of me when 
things get bad, and when І see those words І know it's all over, 
Do you understand that? He fixed me with his wild, wide-open, 
hazel eyes. Do you understand what | am trying to say? 

Yes, І said, over and over. Yes, | understand what you аге trying 
to say, but | knew he could scarcely see or hear me through the 
haze and buzz of electric cloud around his head. 

Damaged merchandise. He was a window-dresser; he spent hours 
making signs on thick, white rectangular cards with a creamy, smooth 
surface, writing them out in front of the television the night before 
the job. SALE, they said, HANES HOISERY, $1.99 а pair, or whatever. 
Next day he ргорре them up in front of the displays, a bra folded 
carefully, skillfully, and laid out on the floor, cups pointing up and 
out. Stockings draped over the Lucite stand, the card tipped in front. 
At Christmas, he piled mounds of fake snow, hung tinsel, attached 
big red bows, positioned empty packages wrapped in foil paper, red 
and green and silver. In the summer there were palm trees and beach 
balls. He was the window-dresser, his station-wagon filled with. 
displays and rolls of non-seams paper, sprays of stiff flowers, thick 
cotton sockettes over his shoes to protect the floor, eyes bugged 
out, seeing in his mind's eye himself, on sale, marked down, damaged 
merchandise, an item nobody, not even the most inveterate bargain- 
hunter, would want. 








And he told me this, he spelled it out for me, and | listened 
even though І didn't want to. І hadn't yet learned how to tell him 
no; | still thought it was my job to listen to what anyone іп ту 
family wanted to say to me: аз | had when my brother told me the 
details of his sex life; or my mother told me how horrible she felt 
about herself and us. My father paced around ту living-room, his 
voice ranting, careening, echoing in the big empty room that was 
his sad and lonely and frightened heart. It scared me to listen 
because | knew that | had been damaged, too: by his 
not seeing me, as he was not seeing me right 
then, The room was turning into a funnel, 
and | felt myself being súcked down 
into it. | acted very polite, tr ske p 
remain a whole are 
some Becr Ana th ¡o ch ange 
the sub ber af y] don 
reme 
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| just та ri to leave, telling 
him | had to go somewh ere. Or maybe 
| said, Oh Da dy, it’s awful you feel thot 
way. | was trying to hold on to myself, 
No response | could choose would have been 
any better than any other. Nothing woke him up to me 
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In August 1988, my father was diagnosed with liver cancer, 

the result of chronic hepatitis, a disease associated with heroin 
addiction. The doctors correctly predicted he would live for five 
months. He tried chemotherapy, ate a macrobiotic diet, enrolled 
in an experimental holistic treatment programme. When | visited 
him in November, it was clear that things would not turn around. 

Al Cohn had died of liver cancer as well — that same year. Досі 
Sims had been done in by alcohol in 1985. In the weeks before my 
father died, he played their records, and only theirs, as if they were 
calling to him and he could hear them. 

My mother, who had stuck by him through everything, was still by 
his side. He was eager to share his latest revelation. A social worker 
in the treatment programme had asked him what he would miss most 
when he died. It was an interesting question, and | was interested to 
hear his answer. He said: | told her that, yeah, sure, I'll miss my wife 
and my kids, but what I’ll miss most is the music. The music is the 
only thing that's never let me down. 

That the revelation would hurt us - my mother especially — 
never occurred to him. He never kept his thoughts to himself, even 
if it was cruel to express them. Neither my mother nor | said a word. 
The statement was the truth of him — not only what he said, but also 
the fact that he would say it to us, and say it without guilt, without 
apology, without regret. 


EXCERPTED FROM NEVER LET ME DOWN: A MEMOIR BY SUSAN |. MILLER 
COPYRIGHT © 1998 BY SUSAN |. MILLER. REPRINTED BY ARRANGEMENT 
WITH HENRY HOLT AND COMPANY, LLC 

HEY TEACH! - inspire your students to jump over that 





great divide between passivity and empowerment. Designed 
as a flexible, multimedia teachers' aid, the Adbusters Media 
Empowerment Kit features 45 modular lessons, including 
personal challenges, group activities, discussion starters, 
eye-opening readings .. . 


* lesson binder with photocopy-friendly sleeves 
• DVD of video clips & images 
* 5 full-color posters & the media literacy issue 


FREE SAMPLE LESSONS: www.adbusters.org OR PHONE: 1.800.663.1243 





career as a nurse was brief (mercifully so for anyone on the receiving end 
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А From beginning of magazine | Comida Бу Paul B Hertneky | In our teens 
and twenties, all we thought about was sex. Everything in the culture carried a 
sexual connotation and we confronted all of it lustily. From The Pill to МТУ, - 
we yammered | on m. sex ipiis a media that FRIES to make us sexier, to give 






our knees for truffles. Never before have ме had such ап appetite fi of appetizing 
words. Blah, blah, blah, blah, blah. Filmmakers, fruit writers, celebrity chefs, 
everybody's in on the act. And why not? Because we're becoming a cult of fetishists 

. and fussbudgets. And we've bred children within earshot of our fussing over wines 
and breads and artisanal cheeses. (Funny, how the word artisanal has "anal" in it]. 

Now th too lift the top slice to peer what's underneath and — au of 




















and processes. The Vietnamese pepper, the key limes, the braised lemongrass, 
the texture, and the marvel at all a dish posseses only give rise to my mother’s four 
short words: "Shut up and eat.” And yet, absent from my family's table, І can hear 
the precious nature of my comments, bolstered as they are Бу privilege. І pore over 
catalogs : and ri recipes that read like puppy Lam never — шш 


Minutes after seeing me at a family gathering, an n aunt tend cousin 1 hadn't se seen 
in years were flipping through Bon Appetit, saying "get a load of this.” І began 
drinking a double tequila - a blue agave, tequila lapiz, on spring water crystals - 
too quickly and my embarrassment sank into shame. | >>>>>>>>>>>> 
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>>>>>>>>>>>>>> Comida by Paul B Hertneky | "Pleasure is a rather unambitious 
quality... We should take the whip to a young man who spent his time 
discriminating between the taste of wines and sauces,” Michel de Montaigne 
wrote in 1586, "At present І am learning it. | am much ashamed of it, 
but what should І do?” 

- Pleasure is rather unambitious, and maybe І seek this pleasure because І am 
otherwise ambitious. Yes, of course, that should be justification. I can take 
a break from striving to enjoy the pleasure of food and drink, 

If only that were the case. Instead of admitting my own indulgence, the pure 
pleasure of all that І eat, І serve up copy for driven, anxious consumers and 
health nuts. І address those who aspire to higher levels, to precious metals 
in saucepans, to 5000-btu cooktops capable of caramelizing ап elk. І assure 
those committed to curing themselves with blueberries and completely 
outwitting enemy toxins. Forget about shame, foodies are eerily proud of 
the mania I have chosen to exacerbate. 

History shows that a day will come when a new generation will deride their 

parents’ fashionable behavior. They will giggle over mother’s insistence оп, 
sel du mer and Talamanca peppercorns the way we scorned Velveeta and Tang: 
They will tease fathers about their limo-length grills, showing | 
no urge to lay out a bed of mesquite chips or massage a spice rub into a 
boston butt. They will mack us openly, hosting their friends for weenie roasts 
[tao near the rosemary bush!], yellow mustard, and bleached rolls. 
Imagine the health benefits they will derive from eating without fear, having 
seen the adults of the 18505, apart from the drunks and smokers, living well 
past 80. Imbued with good sense, they will eat less, shop less, crave less, 
weigh less. And they can go back to talking about sex. 


Paul B. Hertneky writes about culture, food, industry and the environment. 
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: НАТ RAINS BOWN FROM THE SKY. 

. — WE'VE ENB HE EVER-ESCALATING BLOWBACK, 
AS HATREB TBWARB US REACHES AN UNPRECEBENTEB 
PITCH. ANB WE'VE ENBUREB THE BAILY SPECTACLE 8F 
BUR SBNS ANB BAUGHTERS CBMING HOME IN BOBY 
BAGS. WE'VE ENBUREB IT ALL IN THE NAME ar 
SECURITY, THE STRUGGLE AGAINST TERRBR, ANB 
THE МЕВСӨН BREAM BF CREATIVE DESTRUCTION. ( 


NOW, WE MUST ENB ВОК AGGRESSION 
OR THIS MONSTROUS WOMB “з. E ж 
WILL BEAR A MONSTROUS СНІВ. і 





